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one 


Author's Notes: 
TWs, Angst Warnings, all the warnings.. None of this is meant to be bashing anyone, and all of it is fictional. 
The title and summary/ies are from a song by Stabbing Westward, check it out. 


Its strange how you can think you know a person. You build up your own ideals and make this person out to 
whatever you want them to be. When you love someone, you tend to project your own ideologies onto them. 
Subconsciously protecting them from anyone or anything that so much as threatens to say something against 


them. 


When you love someone, unconditionally, you make this person great in your own eyes. You see them as a hero. 


Some celestial-like saviour that can never break. 
In your own eyes, they're perfect. 


Even if they're not. 


If you've never seen these kinds of things come tumbling down around you, you should count yourself lucky. If 
you've never had your ideologies come crashing down around you, shattering like glass and cutting like knives.. 


You're lucky. 


eR 


Dave woke with a start. He didn't know why he'd woken up. He'd been sleeping quite soundly. For once. Yet, here 
he was. Sitting up in bed and just barely making out the numbers on the clock. 


4:21 am. 

Weird. 

He stared up at the ceiling. Trying to focus on going back to sleep instead of the pressing silence of the 
apartment at the hour it was. He even tried counting sheep. He'd gotten to fifteen before the thick silence was 
broken by a tiny noise. 

At first Dave thought it to be a mouse, and elected to ignore it. Starting his count over again at zero. 

One. 

Two. 

Three. 

Four... 


Whine. 


Dave's brow furrowed in confusion. That wasn't a mouse sound. That was a distinctly human, trying-not-to- 


break-down-bawling noise. 
What the fuck..? 


Slowly, Dave pulled himself off the mattress he called a bed, and padded towards the door. Ears straining to 


hear for the noise again. 


It came in a matter of seconds. Only this time, it was more a sob. Dave frowned again It was coming from 


Kurt's room. 


He silently made his way down the hall to his roommate's bedroom. Lingering outside the doorway. The sounds 
of crying more distinct. Wet breaths more obvious. Dave swallowed thickly as he dared to look into the room. 


Unsure just what to expect. 


Kurt was lying on the floor, his face obscured in the darkness. What looked like a book with scattered pages lay 


in a disarray around him, and something gleamed silver by his foot. 
Dave clapped a hand over his mouth when he realized what it was. Panic starting to creep into his chest. 


When he heard hushed whispers among the sobs, he vaguely realized that Kurt was talking on the phone. 
Curled up around it. 


"| couldn't do it." He whispered 

"| tried 

"Ht hurts so much.. Everything. | don't see the point of it.. | wanted to end the pain Just wanted it to stop." 
"No.. Is at my feet. 

"| couldnt" 

"Because. |." 

"| couldn't leave without seeing her again" 

Dave swallowed thickly, who was "her"? Dave had thought they'd established some sort of relationship. It had 
been done in a sort of offhand way... But stilll The past few weeks had been full of fluffy honeymoon-type, 
just-started-dating affection and love. 


‘| miss her so much." Kurt whimpered. "| want to see her again." 


He couldn't hear what the person on the other line said, but it seemed to bring some sort of ease to the 


prone-lying blond as he visibly relaxed. 

"| won't do it again. No." 

"Wait. You'd do that?!" 

"Krist, | could kiss you." 

"Please... Please.. | don't care. I'll do anything they want me too. | need to see my litle girl. I'd do anything." 
"Thank you. So much." 


Dave's brow furrowed as he tried to digest and make sense of everything he'd just heard. It made no sense. 


None of it. And beyond that.. He just felt bad. Awful. He'd had no idea that Kurt had been feeling so bad as to 
try and take a gun to his head. He'd been trying to help him with the exact same problems. Keeping Dave from 
reaching that low. He'd always seemed happy. Of course, it obvious that there was some inner turmoil and 


some breed of depression. But it honestly hadn't seemed that bad. 


Dave didn't leave his post until he heard Kurt hang up the phone and get up from the floor. He stood, staring 
silently at the mess around him for a moment. He picked the gun up, locked it and stuck it in his closet in what 
Dave assumed was a cabinet. He heard keys rattling. When he came bsck out, the blond gave the rest of the 
mess a quick glance over, running his hand through his hair as he flopped onto the bed. Dave waited for him 
to lie down and get comfortable, plus five extra minutes, before slowly creeping into the bedroom. Pausing at 


the papers, realizing once close enough that they were photographs. 


He slipped into the blonds bed and between the thin sheets, slowly winding himself around the other. Aware 
that he wasn't sleeping. But not caring. He wouldn't be able to sleep either. He simply squeezed him and tried to 
ignore the hammering of his heart. And the images from the photos. 


Kurt smiling, and a baby in his arms. 


The next morning rolled around at a sickeringly slow pace. And neither man slept. Though halfway through the 
three hours they'd lay there, Kurt had turned around and wrapped himself around Dave. Kissing his neck softly 
and petting his hair. Dave didn't know if he was trying to console him, or himself. But he didn't complain. He 
stayed silent, and returned the gentle embrace and soft kisses. Enjoying the tenderness too much to worry 


about the what ifs and whys. Too content that Kurt was still there, even. 


Around seven, the two slowly went about getting up. And in every way except appearance, Kurt didn't seem like 
he had spent the previous night curled up on the floor bawling his eyes out over photographs and a gun Dave 
stayed close to him regardless. Hugging him from behind as he made breakfast. Kissing him and telling him how 
much he adored him while he got dressed. Curling up and nuzzling into him as he kicked back on the 
chesterfield and watched television. 


If Kurt was annoyed by all the attention, he didn't let on He even returned it at some points in time. 

They were cuddled up on the couch watching MTV when Daves thoughts finally got the better of him again. 
The pictures. The "her". He was confused. And felt left out of the loop. He didn't like it. And he doubted Kurt 
would just open up and tell him. He was so mysterious sometimes. And while it could be endearing and 
incredibly attractive, in times like this, it was annoying as fuck. 


"Kurt..2" Dave asked as a commercial came on. 


"Mmn?" 


"How do you feel about kids?" 

Kurt frowned, gaze still on the television 

"Um, they're alright. Why?" 

"Just wondering." 

They fell silent again. Dave waited a minute before launching into more questions. 

"If there were something really important that | should probably know, you'd tell me, right?" 
Kurt looked down at that, "Why? What are you thinking | haven't told you?" 

"Nothing." 

Kurt shifted, attention completely deviated from the tv despite the program come back on. 
"Dave." 

"Kurt" He looked up. 

Kurt looked almost pained. Dave immediately regretted asking. 

"You're wondering something. What is it?" 

Dave swallowed, anxiously wetting his lips. 

"The.. The her." He mumbled, earning a confused look "When you were on the phone last night. You said you 
couldn't leave without seeing her again.. Who is she? | mean, | get it if you wanna keep seeing girls, or 
whatever, you don't have to play gay for my sake." 

The pained look grew worse. Kurt visibly winced 

"Dave." Kurt practically whimpered. "Dave. I'm not seeing anyone else. | can promise you that." 
"Then who is she?" 

"My daughter." Kurt said quietly. Voice threatening to crack "From my.. Previous relationship.’ 


Dave swallowed, blinking back tears at the heartbroken expression the blond wore. Kurt blinked and looked up 


before continuing to speak 


"But you're right about one thing. | haven't necessarily told you everything. | just figured it was common 
knowledge. Or that you'd have heard from someone else by now.. l.. My last relationship.. We were married for 


a little while, and.. Well. We had a kid. And.. When we split.. She took our daughter. | haven't seen her since." 


Dave wasn't sure just how to take it all. Kurt had been married. Hadn't told him. Had a daughter. Hadn't told 
him. Hadn't thought to tell him. They'd been living together how long? Been dating how long? 


"Krist promised he'd try and talk to my ex-wife and see about me getting to see my girl again." Kurt said 
quietly, pulling Dave from his thoughts. 


‘I'm sorry | didn't tell you." 

Dave looked him over briefly before leaning up and placing a chaste kiss on Kurt's cheek. 

"Its okay.. You should have told me. | would have tried to help.. 

"You don't like kids." Kurt groaned, rubbing at his face. "You made a point of saying so. Multiple times." 
Dave nosed at Kurt's jaw. Kissing him softly. 

"But it's important to you. Important for you.. I'd do anything for you. Even put up with kids." 

Kurt smiled weakly. "There's just the one, so at least you're in luck that way..” 


"Fill me in on everything. Including all the thoughts running through that beautiful head of yours as of late 
Dave shifted to curl up into the blond. Looking up at him with wide eyes. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
Its been a while since I've updated D: Sorry again | still haven't got a computer yet so once again, everythings 


being done on my phone. Which takes a loooooong time to make a halfways decent sized chapter. 


To say that he was taking the newly shared information well was pushing a few boundaries. Dave was 
uncomfortable. Deeply so. He supposed he should have known. Going through old tapes of interviews and old 
magazines for pictures, it practically slapped him across the face just how blissfully ignorant he really was. It 
was all there. Always had been Interviews with Kurt holding his little girl. Pictures of him, his wife and child. 
The wedding photos that Kurt had pulled out to show him. Christ. How could he not have known? 


And Kurt. The blond, as he went through the videos and pictures and magazine articles, looked ready to cry. 
Eyes rimmed red, tears welling up but refusing to fall. Dave felt awful. Wished there was something he could 
do. Not knowing what more to do, hr did the only thing he could. Listened. 


Dave listened as Kurt explained to him. Told him everything. Held him when the emotions became too turbulent 
and told him that it would be alright. Even though he didn't know if it would. In the almost-year that he's been 
living with the blond, he had never once seen him this way. Not even when the asswipe neighbour had knocked 
the wall so hard it had knocked all of Kurt's collection of medical things to the floor, breaking many of the 
more fragile instruments and trinkets. 


"Her name's Frances." He'd said, smile finally pulling at his lips for a brief time. 


"She looks like you." Dave had responded. It was true. He'd never really paid much attention to shit like that. 


Genetics and all that crap. But she looked like Kurt. Even at such a young age, it was obvious she was his kid. 
"I had initially wanted the split to be halfways civil." 

"Most do." 

"She didn't" Kurt spat. Causing Dave to look over. A snarl that would have put his own stage face to shame 
curled the others lips. Twisting his face to the most spiteful expression he had ever seen the blond wear. "And 


fuck if | don't still care about her. Even after all the shit she put me through." 


Dave hesitantly put a hand on the blonds shoulder. Blue eyes finally met his, and Kurt slowly relaxed. A sadness 
starting to take over his face. 


‘| love you. You know | do." 


"I know. Its okay. You were married to her. Had a kid. | understand. It's not easy to just forget all that." Though 


there was still an uneasiness in his chest as he spoke. 
Kurt slowly looked back to the photo album after giving Dave a small smile. 


"I just wanted to take a break from everything.. We.. The band. We were getting so big. And | was getting 
uncomfortable. And then my back.. | wanted to do something about it. Get surgery or whatever it is they do 
to correct that shit. But nobody else seemed concerned. Throwing more concerts at me. Wanting more tours. 
More shows. More albums. | kept using to try and keep my own shit at bay, but even that got to be a 


problem." He was close to crying again. Dave leaned against him for support. 


He continued; "I couldn't be high all the time with a little girl needing to be looked after, y'know? So | finally lost 
it. It got to the point that | was either going to kill myself or make them see my side of things. Believe me, | 
tried the first thing.." Dave whimpered a little at that, nosing the blonds jaw before letting him continue. "When 
that didn't work, it inadvertently led to the second choice." 


"I didn't want it to go like it had. At first | wanted a temporary break. Just until | got my shit together. But.. 
She kept pushing. Everyone kept pushing. Despite what had happened. So | said I'd had enough." He looked up at 
Dave with an odd smile. Looking away again quickly. "She took Frances on the grounds that | was not mentally 
fit to care for her. Not to mention the fact that the courts have some kind of hardon for leaving children 
with the maternal mother when it comes to mother-father custody battles. Which is fucking hilarious 
considering how long it took us to get them to let us keep her after she was born!" 


Kurt pinched the bridge of his nose, loosing a heavy breath. Dave waited patiently for him to look up again. 
Waited until the tension fell away from his shoulders. Watched as the hand came away from his face and went 
to his back. 

"Sore?" Dave asked, lightly shooing the blonds hand away so he could rub his back for him. 


"Yeah." 


"You should relax.. Its not good for your back for you to be all hunched over and pissed off. Even if you have 
good reason to be. What did Krist say this morning? That seemed to put you in an okay mood." 


Kurt rolled his eyes at the first part, though he did slowly begin to relax as Dave massaged his back and 
shoulders. Smiling a bit at the mention of his and Krists chat. 


"He said he'd try and arrange a way for me to see her." 
"Frances?" 


"Well Courtney sure as hell wouldn't wanna come spend a weekend here." He scoffed. 


"Just checking, no need to get snarly, mister." 
Kurt smirked a little, looking back at the redhead. "Then he said that if it worked out and if | could convince the 
court | was mentally stable and shit, they might see about joint custody. Even just weekends, or every second 


weekend. Or something.” 


Dave swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. Picking up on his discomfort, Kurt looked up, tilting his head back to 


nose at the underside of Daves jaw. 

"| would have talked to you before doing anything.’ 

"You sure?" 

"Of course." Arms wound around Daves neck, pulling him down into a soft kiss. "| wouldn't put you in a position 
that would make you uncomfortable. Not intentionally. And | mean. A kid's kind of a big thing. It's not like 
bringing a puppy home one day after work and going ‘here! | got you this! Surprisel’. With the option of sending 
it back. Its big. Really big." 

"You never told me that you even had a kid" Dave said quietly. 

Kurt frowned, "I honestly thought you knew. l'm sorry.” 


Dave sighed. 


"What the hell do | need to do to prove how sorry | am? Seriously. | already poured my heart out. Showed you 


all the embarrassing pictures. What else can | do?" 


Dave sighed again, planting a small kiss on the blonds nose. Thumbs rubbing small circles in the small of his 


back. Mind racing to come to a decision that would either turn his life on its head, or make it unbearable. 

On the one hand, he was angry. Furious that Kurt had kept all of this from him. Angry that he hadn't come to 
him to let him know what was wrong. Angry that he'd pent up his feelings for so long to the point that he'd 
wound up where he was that morning. Angry that he'd attempted that. With him just down the hall. 


But try as he might, as Kurt looked up at him with those wide, tired eyes and awaited his answer. He couldn't 
get angry. He couldn't blame him. 


After all. He had kept things from him about his own previous partner. And still was. He hadn't gone to Kurt 
when the hurt from the memories had gotten to be too much. He'd turned to Jack Daniels. 


And afterall. It was what would make Kurt happy. 


And that was all that mattered. 


"Just make sure you're the one changing the diapers if this all ends up working out” He said finally. Earning a 
wide grin from the blond and a long kiss. 


three 


It seemed oddly fitting that with one mans demons at bay, anothers would start to rear their ugly heads. Dave 
couldn't remember if it was the Wednesday or the Friday that it had happened. It was some time after Krist 
had gotten a hold of Courtney and said he wanted to talk to her about her child and ex husband. Sometime 
after the media had jumped on the tiny scrap of information like the scavenging dogs that they were. Already 
placing bets on what would happen and hounding the woman to the point that would drive anyone else mad. 


Kurt stayed inside during all of it. Not having the energy to deal 


But whatever day it had been, someone had called Daves phone. Pulling the antenna, he answered it 


thoughtlessly. 
"yello?" 
"Dave" 


Dave froze. Eyes going wide. Jaw working up and down but no noise escaping but a quiet hiss as all the air 


rushed from his lungs. 


"How the fuck did you get this number..?!" Dave managed to gasp. Kurt looked up from the TV with a quizzical 
expression. Scrambling up and to the redheads side when he noticed the look of panic on his face. 


"This is a new phone! How the fuck did you get this number?!" Dave was on the verge of screaming now, the 
laughter on the other end chilling him. Not even Kurt standing next to him, trying to talk to him, seemed to 
help. His head was spinning. He felt sick. 

"You of all people should know | have my ways of doing things, Dave." 

An odd strangled noise was the only response. He vaguely heard Kurt telling him to hang up the phone. He knew 


that he should Hang up the phone and call Grohl to get him a new phone on his way over that afternoon. But 
he didn't. He couldn't. 


“Speaking of doing things, | see you've been quite the busybody. You and the hubby trying to spruce up the 


lovenest to serve a new purpose? Funny that. You always said you hated kids" 

"What the fuck do you want, David?" 

He heard a giggle. Then what sounded like pacing on the other line. 

"Maybe the problem wasn't that you hated kids, it was that you didnt want kids with me" David said, voice 


dripping with false pain. "You knew | loved them. So must've just been one more thing for the General to take 


away from poor Junior so he could have his control. Aw.." 


"David. Tell me what you fucking want or I'm hanging up. | don't have time for your bullshit" 


"Then make time you useless cunt!" Dave held the phone away from his ear as David screamed, tears stinging 
his eyes from the outburst. Almost afraid that the bassist would come storming in at any second and beat 
him senseless for talking back. "Now you listen to me, Mustaine and you listen well. If you dare to try and give 
this low-life piece of shit fucking grunge band junkie of a boyfriend you've got something that you denied me, | will 
never forgive you and you will never ever go a day without regretting if! Do you hear me?! | will fucking ruin you. I 
will ruin him. And HI fucking ruin that precious litte angel: that he's trying to saddle you with Do | make myself 
clear?!" 


Dave sobbed, withering towards the floor when Kurt caught him. Cradling him as he cried into the phone. 
Nodding even though David couldn't see him. 


"Yes." 


"Yes, what?!" 
"Yes sir." Came the meek response. 


"Good." David purred. Dave could practically see him stalking down whatever floor he stood on, curling and 
swishing the phone cord around like some kind of tail on an amused cat. "Well, now that my messages got 
through, | think I'm gonna let you go now. I've got a lot of cleaning to do. You know, its amazing how dirty a 


house can get with only one person living in it.” 
Dave just kind of whimpered. Something vaguely reminiscent of an "okay" passed his lips. 


"Oh! | almost forgot! Kurt! Dear, | know you're listening to the conversation. Probably all over my little doll like 
the filthy mutt you are." 


Kurts lip curled up as he listened, glaring at the phone as Dave weakly held it out. "I've got nothing to say to 
you, you spineless piece of shit” He spat. 


David tutted on the other end. "Rude. You need to learn some manners. Learn to hold your tongue. Children are 
awful quick to pick up the habits of those they're surrounded by. Bah. | just wanted to congratulate you on the 
new album, sweetie. And what was it.. There was something else.. Oh! Right." Davids voice lowered, sending chills 
down Daves spine. "Know that if you so much as dare to cross me with this, you'll be getting a similar brand 
as the one your fucktoy's got. But it won't read ‘slut.. tll read ‘dead’. You got that? You get an inch more 
than what | got and | will fucking kill you. Don't forget that Nick knows where you |i--" 


Kurt grabbed the phone from Daves shaking hands. Clicking the red button to hang up and chucking it across 


the room where it smashed into the wall. Breaking a flower pot on its way down as it fell 


"That stupid little shits got balls, I'll give him that much!" 


Dave trembled, sinking from Kurts grip and falling to the floor. Gripping the leg of the blonds ripped jeans as he 
sobbed. Kurt soon followed him. Wrapping his arms around the trembling redhead and quietly shushing him. 
Trying to calm him down as his breaths became mere gasps of short sobs. Petting his hair as he bawled into 


Kurts chest. The blonds body doing little to muffle the cries and screams that escaped him. 


"Shhh, shh.. Dave.. Baby, its okay. Its okay. He can't do anything, Its all just talk. | won't let anything happen to 


you. You're safe." 

"|-i-it.. Its.. Its n-no-not me l-i-l'm worried abou-about.!" He choked between sobs and gasps. Close to 
hyperventilating. His face a mess of tears, mucus and spit. His hazel eyes wide as he stared at the blond. "l. l.. 
| dont.. Don't want.. Him.. To.. To.. To.!" He choked on a sob, Kurt clutching to him as he started to struggle for 
breath again. 


"Its okay. Dave. Please. Its okay. Just breathe. | promise. Everything is going to be fine. He's not gonna hurt you. 


He's not gonna hurt me. And he's not gonna hurt her either." 


Another sob. Kurt kissed his wet cheek. Hands combing through his hair. Trying every thing he knew would help 


to calm the other down 
‘Look at me" 
Dave looked away, still breathing hard. Kurt tipped his chin up. 
‘Look at me" 


Dave shook his head, closing his eyes tight. Kurt took his face in both hands and gently guided him into a gentle 


kiss. 

"Dave, look at me. Please." 

The redhead slowly opened his eyes and Kurt smiled. 

"Its okay. Look. This is something we both agreed to. Something we both wanted to at least try. Okay? Right?" 

Dave managed a slow nod. "This is something between you. And me. It has nothing to do with him. Just us. Our 
decision. Our kid" 

"Your kid" Dave muttered, voice barely audible as he looked down again. 

Kurt squeezed his cheeks and forced him to keep his gaze locked on him. "Our kid" he said gently. "For as long 


as she stays here, for as long as you agree to this, for as long as you stay in an exclusive relationship with 


me. She is our kid. And our kid doesn't need to deal with shit like that" 


Dave's lip trembled slightly, Kurt kissed him for it. 
"He knows where we live." He whimpered, "What if he does something really crazy?" 


"Then we'll move." Kurt said with a small grin. "We need more space anyway. You're starting to play guitar 


again, we should get a place with a studio of some sort so we can properly play together." 
Dave gaped at him, mouth slightly ajar. "You're serious?" He gasped. 

"Mmm, yep: 

"Just up and go?!" 

"Dude, you act like we aren't big rockstars that can afford this shit." 


"But, but, but." 


Kurt put a finger to his lips, smile curling at his lips. "Would it bring you peace of mind to be somewhere 


where David could not find you?" 

Dave nodded. 

"Do you still want to be with me?" 

"Of course!" he scoffed. 

"Are you still okay with the possibility of bringing a child into our lives?" 

"Y-yes.." 

"Then there's no problem." Kurt grinned, nuzzling the side of Dave's now sticky face. Kissing repeatedly across 
his face. "I'll call Dave and ask him to pick you up a new phore. Sorry | broke that one. | guess we could've just 
gone in and changed the number.” 


Dave finally managed a small smile. Nuzzling his way into Kurt's chest. 


"You act like we aren't big rockstars that can afford that shit” He mimicked, earning a playful swat and a 
"shut up". 


Dave sighed tiredly as he fell limp against Kurt's body. Face smooshed into the blonds stomach as he'd sank a 
little bit in his relaxing. Kurt didn't seem to mind. He just held him. Whispered sweet nothings to him. Pet his 


hair and sweetly kissed him each time he managed to look up. He managed a small, teary smile as he thought it 


over. 

David never would have done something like this. He would have complained that Dave was smearing snot and 
spit all over his shirt and left him to cry in the corner. Sure. Maybe in the early years of their relationship; 
David had been the bright-eyed, eager lover that he'd initially fallen in for. Kind. Sweet. Caring. That adorable 
little shit that had so innocently come knocking on his door to ask for cigarettes after getting a flower pot 
dropped on his windowsill. But it hadn't been long til something had changed in the bubbly farmkid. 


But Kurt.. He felt safe. Secure in the skinny blonds arms. Warm. Kurt was always so warm. He looked up with a 


smile, Kurt looked down when he noticed Dave looking at him. 
"What's up?" He asked softly, petting his hair and tucking some behind his ear. 
"Nothin." Dave sighed. "Just thinkin” 


"About?" 


Dave smiled, looking Kurt over for a moment. Racing thoughts stilling as he took in the details if the younger 


man's face. 


"How much | love you." He said softly, leaning up and kissing the blond tenderly. Smiling against his mouth as he 
felt it returned. 


Eventually, the two picked themselves up off the floor. Dave went to clean himself up in the bathroom. Kurt 


immediately got on the phone once the redhead was out of hearing distance. 


"Hey, Dave?" Kurt spoke as soon as he heard the line picked up. He got a bit of a groan in response. It sounded 


like Dave was out somewhere, a lot of noise and chatter in the background. 
"Kurt?" 

"Yeah. | need to talk to you." 

"Shit, is something wrong? You sound kinda panicked” 


Kurt shook his head, putting a hand to his brow. "No, well. Yeah. But that's what | wanna talk to you about. 
First though, can you get your twin a new phone?" 


| thought you got him one already..2" 


"Yeah." 


"Kurt" 

"Yeah?" 

There was silence for a moment, then the background noise slowly went away. Kurt heard a door click. 
"Kurt, what happened?" 

"Where are you?" 


"In the bathroom at the mall, | cut in line, so hurry up and tell me what happened. You've got me worried. Did 


something happen with Dave? Did Courtney do something? What's going on?" 


Kurt chewed his lip anxiously, looking back towards the bathroom. The shower was still running. He turned back 


to the phone. 
"Look, David called him." 


"What?! No! Thats impossible! What the fuck did he say?! Do | need to go beat that little shit within an inch of 
his life for him to figure it the fuck out?!" 


"Dave, calm the fuck down. Nothing happened. He called and said some things. Dave's kind of broken up about it, 
but this is what | wanted to talk to you about" 


"Holy shit, dude. l'm not fucking kidding, | will go and pound this motherfucker--" 

"Dave." 

"--within an inch of his pathetic fucking life--" 

"Dave." Kurt hissed, the drummer finally went silent, though he could practically feel the tension seeping 
through the phone. "Look, just pick up the phone for me. And tell me, are you still leasing that hunt camp or 
whatever it was that you got for your mom and you?" 

Dave seemed to think a moment, the shuffle against the mouthpiece told Kurt that he'd nodded. 

"Yeah. Almost paid off too. Why? What are you thinking?" 


"If | paid this months payment, could Dave and | stay there?" 


"Dude you don't have to pay. l'm not using the place right now anyway." 


"Yeah, but | don't know how long we'll want to stay for." 

Dave clicked his tongue on the roof of his mouth as he thought. It sounded like he kicked the door when 
somebody knocked, a muffled “hurry up", followed by an angry "fuck off" telling Kurt that he was running out 
of time. 

"Fine, but | don't want your money. If you really wanna pay me for staying there I'll leave it up to you two to 
do the renovations and clean up the place no doubt needs after sitting for the season. I'll pitch in a bit for 
tools, because | know for a fact you don't have any, but the materials come outta your pocket. Okay?" 
"Sounds like we've got a deal" Kurt grinned, "You're a fucking lifesaver." 

He was so ecstatic, he hardly heard the sadness in Grohl's voice as he said; "I know" and hung up the phone. 
Kurt jumped up with a little woop of joy when his Dave came out of the bathroom. Steam rolling out behind 
him as he came out ruffling his hair with a towel. He jumped at the sound, looking over at Kurt cautiously as 
the blond bounded over and jumped on him. Knocking him against the wall and nearly knocking his towel off his 
waist. 

"What the hells gotten into you?" He gasped, getting cut off by a kiss. 


Kurt purred as he kissed him again. "Nothin, just wanna kiss you. Gotta problem?" 


Dave laughed a little, leaning against the wall for support as he tried to balance Kurt in his arms without 
dropping his towel or covering him with his hair and getting him wet. 


"And if | do?" 
Kurt smirked, tilting his chin up as he looked Dave over, a smug expression starting over his face. 
"You never have a problem with me kissing you." He purred. 


"Okay, point taken" Dave gasped after pulling away from another heated kiss. "So to what do | owe the 


honour?" 

Kurt smiled, hands dancing up Dave's arms. "How do you feel about back road trips?" 
"You're not taking me out to reenact Deliverance are you?" 

"No! | was thinking more.. Camping. In the mountains." 


"Can you honestly see me hiking uphill with a tent?" 


Kurt laughed at the image, nuzzling the redheads throat lovingly. "No, not that kind of camping. The kind of 


camping with a real roof over your head." 
Dave raised an eyebrow. 


Kurt continued, smiling up at him. "The twin's got a hunt camp outside the city. Up in the mountains, away 


from everything. He says we can go stay for a while of we wanted 


A faint smirk played over Dave's lips. He'd never really been one for that kind of thing. And he highly 


suspected that Kurt wasn't either. But as he thought it over, the idea was looking more and more becoming. 


"If the court calls for you?" He asked, realizing that the custody thing might burst a bubble in the plan. Or 
that the getting away might burst the initial plan. 


Kurt sucked his bottom lip in as he thought. Brow furrowed slightly. 

"Then we make the drive back to the city." 

"And if they end up considering your request?" He asked, hand sliding aimlessly up Kurt's back. 
The blond hummed, not even seeming to mull it over before responding. 


"Then the social workers can inspect the place up there. | doubt the apartment would pass their expectations 
anyway. If they end up letting me take Frances, we can go up there. It'd be better for all of us." 


Dave nodded slowly, smile fading ever so slightly as another thought crossed his mind. 

"What about our, uh, medicine?" 

Kurt's gaze snapped up at that. A sort of conflicted look crossing his face. 

| have to be clean if they're gonna let me have her. Most likely you will too." He noticed Dave's tight smile, 
and hesitated. "Dave. I'm not going to ask you to do anything you're not ready to do. I've already detoxed once, 


and will readily suffer through it again if it means getting to see my girl. But | won't ask you to do the same 
of you don't want to. All | ask is that while we have her, if we have her, that you keep the drugs away from 


her. 
Dave nodded slowly. He could do that much. He slowly relaxed. Still gently rubbing Kurt's back. 
"So a hunt camp.. You gonna do any hunting?" 


Kurt laughed dryly. "Yeah right, even if | were allowed to have a gun in my possession, can you really see me 
going out and dragging a dead animal back through the bush? Nuh uh. You want fresh meat, you get it 


yourself or convince your twin to get it for you, you animal." 


Dave laughed, arms hooking under Kurt's butt and hoisting him up. The blond readily wrapped his legs around 
the other. Not minding as the towel fell. And not minding as Dave's still soaked hair began to dampen his shirt. 


"Look it Mister I-live-on-Kraft-Dinner. A steak will not kill you." 
"Psh, not the point" 


"Well that's my point." Dave giggled, kissing Kurt's throat, eliciting a fit of tiny giggles from the blond. "You 


could try some of my cooking for once." 
"You? Cook? No way. Mister Burned-The-Water-In-The-Kettle can cook?" 
"Okay, you got me there, but cook books are cheap and I'm pretty okay at following instructions." 


Kurt kissed him again, laughing in between kisses and teasing him lightly about how he in fact could not follow 
instructions to save his life. Pulling away briefly when he heard the front door open 


"Yo, anyone ho-- Ho-holy fuck. Dudes. Seriously?!" 


Kurt laughed manically as Grohl held up his armada of bags in front of his face. Dave blushing and trying to 
pull away from underneath him. 


"Could you guys at least wear pants if you're gonna pin each other against the wall in plain sight?!" 
Kurt laughed, helping Dave pull his towel up to hide his modesty, giving him a quick kiss before letting him 
scamper into his bedroom to change. Laughing at the horrified expression on Grohl's face as he made his way 


to the kitchen. 


‘lm wearing pants!" Kurt exclaimed, practically doubling over when Grohl chanced a look and looked visibly 


relieved. 
"Okay, good. Then you can come here and chuck this stuff in wherever its supposed to go." 


Kurt skipped into the kitchen, looking up and grinning as Dave came out, adjusting his belt as he wandered to 
the kitchen The blush that dusted his face covering most his freckles. Much to Kurts dismay. 


"Look! Your twin even got us groceries. | think we should name him our honorary caregiver." 


Dave laughed, "Whatta you say, twin? Wanna be our nanny?" He teased, coming up behind the other Dave-his 
twin by name-and ruffling his hair teasingly. Earning an annoyed yelp. 


"'d rather not grow old before | have to." Grohl muttered. Fishing around in his pocket. Pulling out two sets of 
keys. Throwing one set at Dave, and the other at Kurt as he turned around from putting something in the 
cupboards. "Those keys," He pointed at Kurt, "Are for the cottage, garage, barn and tree stand--though | 
doubt you'll go there. Those ones," He pointed at Dave, "Are for the truck that I'll leave with you, the four 


wheeler that's there, and the lock on the canoes." 


"You're serious about this..?" Dave gasped, sort of incredulously. Unable to believe it, even as he looked at each 
of the engraved keys in his hand. Running his thumb over the etchings as he looked up at the other Dave, wide 


eyes meeting a smug grin. 
"Yeah I'm sure, you guys need a break anyway. Consider it my ten month gift to you." 


Dave grinned at that, eyes slowly moving over to Kurt as he reached to put something on the top shelf. 
Standing on his tip toes and leaning over the counter to try and reach. One hand on his back to support it and 
the other clutching the bag of spaghetti noodles as he tried to get them where they needed to go. Cursing as 
they hit the cans of sauce up there but refused to go in the space between them. 


He'd almost forgotten. It was coming up to their ten month anniversary of officially dating. Though it was really 
arguable if they hadn't been before. 


Almost a year since they'd admitted their feelings for one another over a drunken game of truth or dare. 
Over a year since he'd initially moved in and ended up falling for the blond A year that had been filled with 
blood, sweat, tears and a metric shit ton of suffering on both sides.. The relationship had certainly had it's 
downs. But for the intensity of every hardship, it seemed to make the good times shine brighter. Like this one. 


They were starting on one of the biggest adventures Dave had ever had to face. Not even tours around the 
world really compared to how deeply terrifying, yet exciting this was turning out to be. A new place to live. A 
new way of life. And possibly a new life joining them for the ride. 


He smiled as he came up behind the blond. Hardly paying attention as the other Dave quietly slipped out to the 
living room to watch TV. He put a hand on the small of Kurt's back, the other reaching up to gently ease the 
unruly spaghetti into place on the shelf before coming down to join the first hand. 


"Oh hi, Stilts." Kurt giggled as he tilted his head back to look at the redhead. 


"Hi, Shorty." He teased back, looking down with a smirk. Gaze moving over the blonds face, taking in every little 
detail he could. The incident from that morning seemed so far away with Kurt in his arms looking up at him. 
Those wide blue eyes-so fucking blue they always demanded his attention-half lidded as a lazy smile worked its 


way across his lips. 


This was the man he was going out with. The man that had opened his heart and home up to him when they'd 
merely been strangers. The man that was doing everything in his power to make sure he was safe and 


comfortable. The man that he would help raise a child for if it came to that and they were granted custody. 


The man that had soothed him during his panics. Licked his wounds after nightmares. Battled his demons 
alongside him and assured him every damned day that he would keep on doing it. 


And yet he couldn't shake the twinge of fear that coursed through him. 

A fear that he wasn't sure he'd ever get over and one demon he couldn't let the other fight with him. 

How could this beautiful, talented, amazingly selfless-albeit lazy when he wanted to be-man possibly truly love 
someone like him? Someone so broken? True, Kurt wasn't exactly whole himself. But it all seemed like some kind 
of sick joke that Kurt would want him the way he did. He didn't deserve everything the blond had given him 
"What?" Kurt asked quietly, sounding genuinely confused. Dave smiled. "What are you looking at?" 

"You" He responded simply. Kissing the blonds forehead. "M just thinkin" He mumbled. 

Kurt smiled, resting his head against Dave's chest. "What about?" 

"We're like. Starting a proper life together.. Aren't we" 

Kurt looked up again, smile becoming soft. Melting Dave's heart a little. "Yeah, | guess we are. 


"You sure you want to?" 


Kurt seemed to think for a moment. He started shuffling around a bit, turning himself to press flush against 
the redhead. Leaning up to kiss him. 


"Positive." 


"What if you don't like it?" Dave asked, a smirk playing at his lips, though an uneasiness wormed through his 
mind. 


Kurt looked curious now. "Dave, if you think I'm gonna fuck off and leave you in the mountains, you're wrong. 
Besides. | can't drive." 


He laughed a little at that, kissing him briefly. "No, | just mean.. What if it doesn't work out happily ever after? 
What then?" 


"Then we try something else." Kurt murmured, hopping up to sit on the counter. Gingerly rubbing his back and 
gently bringing Dave's hands back to urge him to do it for him. Stretching a little and kissing him. "And if that 
doesn't work, we try something else. And we keep trying something else until we get our happily ever after. 
Because | think we deserve to be happy. And we deserve to do it together." He winced a bit as Dave's hands 
worked over a particularly tender spot. Melting into his hands as he worked the tense spots. "Because | love 
you. And | want you to be happy. So I'm gonna do whatever it takes to get you there. If that means forcing 


you to play guitar until you find the joy in it again, then so be it. If that means taking to the mountains to 
escape your lunatic ex and forcing a kid into your life to show you some innocent joy, then so be it. | love you, 
Dave. Really. You can doubt me as much as you want. But | love you" He whispered, slowly starting to kiss 


away the tears that started to trail down the redheads face. "Is that what it is? Do you not believe me?" 


Dave pulled one hand away from Kurt's back so he could wipe his face. Sniffling and trying to keep from crying 
anymore. He shook his head. 


"Then what is it?" 


Dave sniffled again, leaning down and kissing the blond deeply. Holding him tightly for a moment before rubbing 
his back again. 


"I just love you so much." He whispered, kissing the blond again quickly. "I really do." 


four (part one) 


Author's Notes: 

Im running out of lyrics so im gonna switch the summaries over early. | was going to make this one long 
chapter, but realized it would take like three weeks to do on my phone, so we're doing parts instead D; now, 
fortunately, to my knowledge, | don't have scoliosis, so what im actually writing is based on a bit of research 
and my dads back problems with degenerative disks that tend to do similar things to what I've written. The 
numbness and stuff. lve never dealt with back surgery or any surgery up close and personal. If anyone has 


experience with back surgery or scoliosis, im gladly listening, and would love to hear your input. 


That night they had gone to bed a mass of tangled limbs, lips and hair. Falling asleep in Dave's bed with smiles 
on their faces. Both finally content with where things were going. Dave held the blond tightly through the night, 


holding the smaller man to him as if subconsciously worried that he would vanish. Even though he hadn't yet. 


For once, even Dave's dreams seemed decent. He loved the fact that having Kurt close nine times out of ten 


kept the nightmares at bay. 


Dave woke in the middle of the night to Kurt tugging his arm and jabbing him in the ribs with his elbow. A 
wounded whimpering sound escaping the blonds lips. Groggily, Dave let him go. Rubbing the sleep from his eyes 
as Kurt tried to climb out of bed. Twisting uncomfortably. His face screwed up in pain. 


"Unh..2" Was Dave's heartfelt wondering as the blond arched off the bed. He knew what was wrong. But he was 
too sleep-drunk to help properly. 


Kurt continued squirming uncomfortably. Little noises escaping until Dave finally snapped out of his sleep 
enough to gently ease him down and help him stretch out. Letting the blonds fingernails rake into his skin and 
raise little red welts. Dave didn't mind. Not only did he know it was unintentional, he knew that the little sting 
that Kurt left was nothing compared to the pain that was tearing through him from the pinched nerve he was 
trying to stretch out. 


"| can't fucking do this anymore." Kurt huffed as Dave held him to the bed and gently tried to ease him in the 
direction he needed to go. Tears stung the blonds eyes, and Dave kissed his cheek for it. 


"Did you call the doctor?" Dave asked as gently as he could as Kurt fought his grip. 
"Fucking! Let me up! | need to stand. Yes. | called the doctor. | left a message and he hasn't fucking-- Agh!" 
Kurt stood, but toppled back onto the bed. Hand pressed against his back. Breath laboured as he bit back the 


pain. "--called me back!" 


"Make yourself useful and help me up!" Kurt snapped, though Dave could hear the tears in his voice. The 


worry. He couldn't be upset with him snarling the way he was. The insults empty as he sniffed back tears. "My 
legs feel numb." He whimpered as Dave gently lifted him. Supporting most his weight as they shuffled out to 
the living room. 


Dave slowly let him go a little so he could attempt walking to the couch. Watching sadly as he shuffled over, 
hunched like an old man. Kurt plopped onto the couch and fumbled for a pack of cigarettes on the end table. 
Swearing left and right when his hand didn't seem to want to grab it. Dave went to get it for him and Kurt 
snapped at him. So he resigned himself to watching through tear-misted vision as the blond continued trying to 
grab the little carton Finally getting it and shakily lighting one of the cigarettes as he put it between his lips. 


"Did you try another doctor?" Dave asked, hesitantly sitting down once the blond started to relax. "Maybe see 


if mine has an opening?" 


Kurt shook his head sadly. His fingers and lips trembling with the effort of holding back tears. "I don't know 
what | want to do." 


"The surgery isn't much, Kurt. Honest. They go in and straighten everything out with a little metal rod and its 
a one day in and out of the hospital.” 


"And like a year recovery." Kurt mumbled. "And a lifetime of suffering through airport security. | don't like the 


idea of them jamming a metal rod up my spine, Dave. There's so many things that could go wrong.” 


"Kurt. There's so many things that are going wrong now. This is the second time this week you've woken up 
practically screaming and the third you've admitted to feeling numbness. You need to get looked at. You can 
either have a one in thirty chance at winding up in a wheelchair at the hands of a doctor, or you can keep 


fucking going like this and wind up getting there slowly, surely and fucking painfully.” 


Kurt stared at him, wide eyed and mouth ajar. Unsure just what to say at the honesty that struck him 


across the face. 


‘lm not going to force you to do anything you'd be uncomfortable with." Dave murmured, voice mirroring the 
one Kurt had used the previous day to help calm him. "But | want you to think about it. You can call my doctor 
and see if you can't set something up. If you can, we set up an appointment and go in and get it done and you 


can recover up at the camp. Okay?" 
Kurt nodded slowly. Still unsure as he thought it over. He knew Dave was right. But he was still so fucking 
scared. All the side effects from a surgery gone wrong were the same as what he'd have to face if his back 


got worse. And it was getting worse. Much worse. 


He sighed, moving slowly as he shuffled into Dave's lap. Biting back tears as the redhead nuzzled his jaw. And 
assured him he loved him. 


The decision was made within two days. Kurt called Dave's doctor and the woman agreed to see him and set 
something up, despite not really having an opening. Kurt demanded that Dave stay with him the entire time. 
That meant during the visit with the doctor. During the visit to the chiropractor. During the visit to the back 
specialist. And during the entire time that Kurt had to stop smoking. 


"This is fucking inhumane!" The blond lamented. Having gone six successful consecutive days without a cigarette 


since trying to quit a week and a half ago. 


Dave laughed, getting out of the car and going around to open the others door for him. They were back at the 


doctors office for the final word on what was going to happen. 

‘I'm sorry, there's not much | can do. Beyond keep buying you pomegranates.” He laughed again at the look that 
crossed his boyfriends face as he popped another one of the sweet fleshy seeds into his mouth. "Does that 
really work?" 

"Is worked so far." He mumbled, hugging the fruit to his chest, plastic bag flapping noisily next to him as they 


walked through the parking lot. "Keeps my hands and mouth busy.. Doesn't help with the fucking headaches 
though." 


Dave smirked. 

"What?" 

The smirk grew. 

"David Scott Mustaine, you had better not be thinking what | think you are!" 

Dave couldn't help but laugh. 

"Oh just go ahead and say it. You brat. Get it out of your system." 

"If it was just needing something to keep your hands and mouth busy you should have asked me!" Dave laughed 
wildly, Kurt just rolled his eyes. Dave placed a hand on his shoulder and planted a kiss to the side of his head. 


"Don't pout, grumpy. | know you're hurting, | wouldn't do that to you." 


"Mmh." Kurt didnt say anything else, but he kept the pomegranate seed stream steadily flowing to his mouth. 
Even as they walked into the office and got told to wait. 


A little boy who was waiting with his mother was watching them with wide eyes as they sat down. Well. 
Watching Kurt as he finished off his pomegranate and reached into his bag to grab for more food. Grumbling 
as he bypassed the other fruits and veggies and finally found a chocolate orange. Peeling it open with inhuman 
speed. 


"You know, if it weren't for the chocolate you keep managing to stash away, you'd probably be the healthiest 


eater on our side of town now." Dave laughed. 
Kurt practically moaned as he let a piece of the chocolate melt on his tongue. 


"Look" He spoke in between slow bites. "I can't smoke cigarettes. Can't smoke pot. | can't use. | can't drink. | 
can't fucking shower on my own right now. And | still gotta call my ex-wife to let her know I'm going into 
surgery before we work with the courts. Which is something else | am going to loathe doing. | am going to 
stash as much chocolate as | damn well please and you're going to have to like it" 


Dave rolled his eyes and giggled, taking a wedge of chocolate between his teeth as Kurt held it out for him. 


"Keep sharing and we won't have a problem." He grinned. 


"Mmh." Kurt hummed. Slowly savouring piece after piece of the treat. Looking up when a nurse poked her head 


out of one of the offices. 
"Um, Mister Cobain? The doctor will see you now." 


"Um, kay." Came the thoughtless response as he passed the rest of the chocolate orange off to the kid at the 
other side of the waiting room. Flashing him a grin when he looked at it like he'd been given a million bucks. His 
mother looked at the orange condescendingly and said something quietly about not expecting to be spoiled with 
treats, but the smile she gave Kurt was genuine as she kissed her sons head and combed fingers through his 


short hair. 


Dave smiled as he followed Kurt towards the office. Quickly moving up behind him and kissing the back of his 


neck. 

"Look at Mister Generous." He murmured. 

"Mmh, shut up. Looked like he was having a shit day." 
‘Shittier than yours?" 


Kurt laughed, "Dave, I've had my beautiful boyfriend buying me treats and snuggling me all day to try and take 
my mind off the nicotine withdrawal. My days been awesome. So yeah, definitely shittier than mine." 


"Beautiful boyfriend?" Dave gasped, "Kurt! Are you two timing me?! Who is this beautiful boyfriend of whom 


you speak?!" 


Kurt laughed as they came up to he doctors door. Playfully nudging Dave in the ribs. "No, I'm not two timing 
you. You're beautiful” He smiled, leaning back to kiss him quickly while no one was looking. "And | appreciate the 


hell outta you.” 


Dave grinned the entire time they sat in the doctors office. Right up until the doctor started talking. It was all 
good news, he supposed. They'd arranged for surgery and Kurt was doing well in most the pre-op transition as 
far as diet changes and his attempts to quit smoking. But then the doctor began talking about blood "donations" 
for the transfusion he'd need during surgery and how the surgery itself would work. The metal rods, hinges 
and pins. How they'd have to take a bit of bone from one place in his pelvis and like fuse it into another place 
in his spine. Dave was sure he'd paled several shades. But as he looked over at Kurt, the look of terror in his 
eyes was unmistakeable under the neutral listening expression Yeah. He was scared. Rightfully so, he supposed. 
Even with his weird obsession of anatomy and love of the macabre; he was fucking scared to go in and have 


this surgery. Scared it would screw up and leave him in more pain 


He hesitantly put a hand on his knee, rubbing it slowly as the doctor continued. It almost felt like he was 
sucking Kurt's anxiety through his fingertips. As the blond slowly relaxed, he got more and more agitated. This 
was serious, major shit. And Dave wondered if it had been the right decision to kind of push him towards the 


idea. 


He knew it had been. Of course it had been. His lovers back would have just kept causing him more and more 
pain if he'd continued trying to dismiss it. Of course it was right to try and fix it. But even though Dave knew 
this in his logical mind, he couldn't help the heaviness in his chest as they shlumped back out to the car. 
Already weary from the weight of all they were going to have to do. Kurt staring at the calendar he'd been 


given with wide eyes. 
"This is happening real fast." He muttered, pulling a real orange out of his bag and slowly peeling it. 
"Why? Whats that say?" Dave asked, starting the car as the smell of oranges filled the confined space. 


"That | should start taking Iron and Vitamin C because my first appointment at the donor clinics at the end of 
the week." 


They stopped at the pharmacy on their way home. Picking up the vitamins, and some more chocolate. The 
drive home was silent save the rustling of papers as Kurt read over every scrap of information the doctor 
had given him. Not even the radio played. When they returned to the apartment, Dave tried to take off to bed 
A sudden tiredness pulling at him. That awful nameless sadness tugging his chest. But Kurt wouldn't let him. 
The blond decided that he wanted him, against the kitchen counter, that was. Fucking him slowly, dare he say, 
making love to him and telling him over and over that it was okay and that he loved him. Seeming able to sense 


the redheads foul mood, he erased it. Just like that. 


The next few weeks were slow and painfully so. Once a week Dave took his boyfriend to the clinic, where once a 
week they'd fill bags up with his blood Kurt didnt seem to mind. Not particularly scared of needles, and all too 
happy about what treat he'd get afterwards for behaving like a good kid. But Dave couldn't help feel a bit sick. 
Each week, another bag getting filled. Blood almost black for how much there was. 


Kurt had called his ex-wife himself at some point just before the set surgery date. Telling her what was 


happening. Dave had had to leave the room when he heard that she was crying on the other end. Unable to 
really deal as Kurt tried to comfort her. 


It was weird. Really. Kurt was so much younger than him..--What was it by? Six years? Yeah.--But he was 


already so much more grown up and mature. 
And finally. After weeks of preparation, the pre-op day came. 


"You nervous?" Dave asked him as they lay curled up on the bed. Otherwise silently watching the other guys 
who'd visited as they used the television 


Kurt nodded a bit, grabbing for a handful of popcorn as he watched more of the 8-bit aliens get obliterated 


from the screen. Laughing as Krist talked along with the game, badmouthing each of the alien ships as they 


dropped more spawn. 

"Yeah, a bit" 

"You know I'll be right there as soon as you wake up, right?" 
Kurt nodded again, gaze still trained on the TV. 


"Wish they'd let you be with me sooner." He mumbled as he looked up and slowly fed the redhead the popcorn 
he'd grabbed. 


"What, like let me stand in during the surgery?" 
"They let me stand in when Frances was born" 


Dave didnt really mean to laugh. He kissed the blonds forehead. "That's different from surgery though. They 
gotta put you under and stuff” 


Kurt grimaced, curling tighter into the other. "Don't remind me 
"What?" 

Kurt shook his head 

"Kurt, what's wrong?" 


He swallowed thickly. "I'm scared the anesthetic won't work an’ I'll have to feel everything they're doing. Or Ill 
wake up part way through." 


Dave quietly reassured him it would be okay. Kissing him repeatedly and mumbling sweet nothings to him until 


he calmed down. Nuzzling his head as he settled, he slowly looked back up at the TV. Somewhat amused to note 
that Krist had beat whomevers last high score. Joining the group in their loud, albeit short lived celebration. 


"Heyl" Kurt suddenly spoke up. Slowly forcing himself to sit up halfways properly. "Someone plug the No‘ in, | 


wanna kick someones ass at Mario Party.’ 
"No way! You fucking cheat. No! We're not playing fucking Mario Party." 
"Hey! Is that any way to talk to an invalid?" Kurt laughed. 


Dave watched with a smile as the blond slithered off the bed and gingerly made his way over to where his 


bandmates sat. Watching them argue for a moment, unable to help the warm swell in his chest. 


Yeah. Over a year, and things had drastically changed for him. Here they were, four fully grown adult men and 
they were arguing over whether to play fucking Mario Party or Halo. More than two years ago he'd have been 
the fourth sitting around, completely baked and arguing over whether or not it was in fact possible to finish 
two beers, a double shot of rum and a line of coke at the same time. A little over a year ago it would be him 
and David fighting about whether or not they should go to the hospital over the latest open wound or mass of 
bruises, or oddly twisted joint, or swelling of his head. 


Yeah. Things had definitely changed. And as he watched Kurt laughing with his bandmates and playfully shoving 
them aside to unplug the Atari himself, he realized that it was going to change again. And as it had the first 
time, he hoped it would be for the better. 


He looked down as a controller hit him square in the chest. Looking up to see Kurt standing over him. Wide blue 


eyes filled with mirth as a smile broke across his face. 


"Come on, player two. You can be on my team. We're team Blue because Krists a superstitious dick that's 


convinced he'll only ever get points if he plays Rea.” 


"Thought you wanted to play Mario?" He asked, smirk playing at his lips as Krist yelled something completely 
unintelligible about it not being superstition. 


Kurt laughed, plopping himself down in Daves lap as he spread his legs and shuffled back for him. Back pressed 
against his chest as he got comfortable as he could on the stiff hospital bed 


"Yeah well, they convinced me otherwise. If we beat them enough they might find it in their hearts to let a 
poor pained man have his Mario" He spoke loud enough for the other two to hear. Earning a couple disgruntled 
shut ups and something from the other Dave about how "even though he wasn't an invalid yet, if he kept it up 
he wouldn't have to wait til post-op". 


Kurt laughed and launched into an attack of his controller. All four of them screaming at each other as they 


played. Laughing and throwing popcorn around the small room. Silencing immediately when there was a knock on 


the door. Trying to remain innocent looking as a nurse walked into the newly decorated room. Clicking away at 
their controllers and staring hard at the small TV screen 


"Hi boys, I've just come to warn you that the night wardens making his rounds. Visiting hours end in about five 
minutes." 


All groaned, pleading and begging the nurse to buy them time. Both Daves even offering to let her play their 
game as a bribe. Giggling, the nurse shook her head. 


"Five minutes. That's all you have. Say b'bye now." 


The next day. The dreaded day of operation. Dave hadn't slept a wink. Having reluctantly going home to sleep in 
an empty bed. Clutching Kurt's pillow in the night. Tossing and turning and remaining completely unable to sleep 


or even relax. 


Sighing, he slowly went through the morning routine. Forcing himself to eat a bit of toast, knowing that Kurt 
would have his head if he found out he was torturing himself through the duration of his surgery. Combing 
his unruly hair back into a ponytail and finally a baseball cap, he made his way out. Driving to the hospital and 
making a few stops along the way to pick up some things. 


He sat in the waiting room through the entire day. Not allowed to go and see the blond at all. He wasn't family. 
Kurt was a "public figure". And he highly suspected that the head surgeon had it out for him because he used 
the word boyfriend. 


Fucking dick. 


Dave spent the morning watching people come and go. Anxiety eating away at him as he sat in the hospital. All 
the doctors. All the sick people. All the injured people. All the people staring at him, no doubt wondering why he 
looked like he'd crawled through hell and back. Though some sent him sympathetic glances despite not knowing 
his situation. He wanted a drink. It was hardly ten o'clock in the fucking morning and he wanted a drink. 


Something heavy. Something that would help him think straight. 


He managed to push the thought away long enough when he was roused from his half-sleeping half-waking 
daydreams. The sound of high heels clicking slowly along the hospital floor gave him cause to look over. 


Surprise wasn't quite what came to Daves mind when he saw--an albeit covered, with a long dress, pretty 
little hat, and sunglasses--Courtney Love walking towards him in the hospital waiting room. Maybe more 
terror. Foreboding. What the hell else was he supposed to feel upon seeing--and apparently having to meet-- 
for the first time, his boyfriends ex-wife? He felt like he was going to piss his pants. 


Just as he was starting to look for either an escape route or some sort of viable disguise, Dave noticed the 


tiny body toddling alongside the woman. Walking slowly, unsure of herself on the freshly waxed linoleum. All 
dressed up in a little polka dot dress and Minnie Mouse shoes. Bit of blonde hair left loose and slightly curling. 
Blue eyes darting all over the busy hospital with an eerily familiar seriousness. Frances pointed right at him 
with an entire chubby hand, looking up at her mother with a small smile. 


3 Daddy!" 


Dave was positive he was going to pee now. Holy fucking shit. As much as he'd talked about it with Kurt. As 
much as he'd agreed to do this thing. He was on the verge of wimping out and wetting his goddamned ponts. 


"No sweetie. Daddy's in the other room getting his owie looked at by the doctor, remember?" The look 
Courtney shot him was enough to liquify his innards. Brain practically shutting down. "That's daddy's friend” 
She cooed, picking the small child up and quickly crossing the waiting room. 

"D-Da.. Davie?" The little girl stuttered, looking quite frustrated at having gotten her initial thought wrong. 
"That's right." Courtney said softly, practically flopping into the seat next to the redhead. 

Through his terror, Dave vaguely realized how bad the young woman looked. Not ugly. Definitely not bad that 
way. But tired. Behind her sunglasses, her eyes looked bruised. Her mouth turned down and trembling in a 


ready-to-cry-at-any-second pout. 


Dave suddenly remembered the tea he'd got that morning and never drank. He hesitantly reached over to grab 


it and offered it to the woman. 
She narrowed her eyes at him. 
"What?" She practically hissed. 


Swallowing past the lump in his throat, Dave responded. Voice hoarse. "I thought you might want it. Or some of 


it. Or something.. [t's chamomile" 
Amusement seemed to flicker across red lips. 

Courtney slowly took the cup from him. Seemingly happy when she realized it was still hot 

"What, no coffee? Id have figured you to be another caffiene hound tagging behind my ex-husband” 
Dave laughed dryly. Taking his hat off to anxiously tug at his hair 

"Actually can't stand the stuff" 


Courtney raised an eyebrow, slowly sipping the tea "Really?" 


"Really. Not unless it's ninety three point six percent Kaluha. Trust me. | did the science to figure that number 
out." He was babbling. Nervousness causing him to keep opening his yap even though he was positive this 


woman wanted to shut it for good. 


However, against all odds. Courtney laughed. Smiling at him a little bit. The smile became a smirk as she took in 


his terrified expression. 

"lm not going to bite.” She chuckled. 

"Um. It's not really biting I'm afraid of. l.. Um... Uh." 
Another smirk "You aren't at all like I'd thought you'd be." 
"Uh." 

"You're not afraid of me, are you?" She teased. 


Dave swallowed. "N-no. Um. Just thought you might like.. Wanna crush my balls between two pairs of heels is 


all." 
Courtney laughed, gently running her fingers through her daughters hair. 


"Well I'm not exactly jumping for joy that a year after the divorce had officially been settled in court, my 
husband had allegedly started seeing another man" She paused. "Yes. Initially | was angry. | still am. But 
unfortunately.. Loving him the way | do, | understand his decisions and do respect him for them. | couldn't give 
him what he needed anymore." 


Dave swallowed thickly, unable to help it when he said, "Kurt said that the divorce was.. Uh. Well he said it was 
pretty hellish from. Your. Side.. Um." 


Courtney glared for a moment. Speaking coolly. "| was devastated. We'd been married for a decent enough time. 
We had a little girl together. He had tried.. He had tried to kill himself. And then suddenly he wanted a divorce. | 


was livid. Confused. Heartbroken. Yes, | was a bit less than understanding when we were parting." 

"Oh." 

The two fell silent. Courtney combing through Frances’ blonde curls and listening to her idle baby-chatter with 
a soft smile on her face. Dave watched the little girl curiously. Fascinated by just how much she looked like 


her father. She'd picked up some of her mothers looks too, sure. 


"So why are you here?" Dave finally asked, earning a curious look. 


"The same reason you are." 

"Which is..?" 

"What, do | have to say it out loud? | wanted to make sure he was going to be okay. | haven't slept since he 
told me. I've been worried sick. | wanted to see him, and | wanted him to see his little girl before he went in" 
She sighed and passed a hand through her own hair. "Do you know where he is right now?" 

Dave shook his head, frustration welling up in his mind and stomach. "They wouldn't tell me anything. Im not 
family. And the surgeon is being a c--." He caught himself from swearing when he saw Frances’ serious stare 
on him. Swallowing, he looked up at Courtney tiredly. "Made the mistake of throwing the all dreaded ‘b-word' 


around Captain Conservative.” He muttered. 


Courtney chewed her lip, something akin to sympathy passing over her face for a moment before she stood 


up. Planting a gleefully squirming, squealing baby into Dave's lap and clicking her way over to a nurse. 


Dave watched in some sort of awe as she spoke to the nurse and waved to him once the Uniform had walked 


away. Awkwardly carrying Frances as they went down the hall, peeking into rooms. 


"They said his surgery starts around one. So we have about an hour and thirty minutes we can sneak in and 


see him." 
"What the hell did you do to make her say yes? She was fucking Fort Knox when | asked." 
"Woman's touch, dear." Courtney teased. "Ah!" She stopped at one door. Smile breaking across her face. 


Dave peeked in and saw Kurt lying in bed. He looked miserable. Staring at the ceiling until he heard Courtney's 


gasp. His eyes widened when he saw her. 
"Courtney? What the hell.. Why are you here?" 


Courtney laughed, dragging Dave in behind her and closing the door. Grin spreading across her face when she 
heard the choked noise Kurt made upon seeing his daughter. 


Dave quickly passed her to the blond when he held his arms out for the now bouncing squealing child 
"Daddy, daddy, daddy!" She babbled gleefully, making grabby hands for his face and hair 

"Courtney... Why?" 

Courtney rushed over and planted a kiss on her once husbands head. Throwing her arms around him. 


"Just wanted to say good luck and get well soon" She said softly, wiping her eyes as she pulled away. Combing 


her fingers through Frances’ hair slowly. "We both did" 

Kurt looked up at her. His eyes a map of conflicted emotions. But Dave was surprised to see a smile on his lips. 
"You're not angry are you?" He asked quietly 

"OF course | am" Courtney laughed, hand moving to Kurt's hair. 

Suddenly Dave felt very very awkward. Shuffling in the corner and wishing he could just disappear. 

"But she deserves to see her daddy again She's missed you." 

"And you?" 

An odd smile passed over Courtney's face. "I think you know the answer to that! 


"No.. No. When she's with me. What about you? What are you going to do?" Kurt asked, a blush starting up his 


neck. 


Dave watched, a heaviness in his chest and a tightness forming in his throat as Courtney leaned down and 


planted a small lingering kiss on Kurt's lips. 


"lIl get by." She said with a small smile. Starting to pull away from the bed. "I've, ah.. Started seeing someone. 
Very recently.” 


"0h?" 
"Yeah.. Don't worry." She said with a laugh, tapping Kurt's nose, "He's not as good in bed as you were." 


Kurt's face went scarlet. Courtney kissed his head again and stood up straight. Looking back at Dave and 


seeming to notice his discomfort. 
"| think I've interfered long enough." She said with a weak laugh, going to pass out of the room and placing a 
chaste kiss on Dave's forehead. "This doesn't change anything.” She murmured, smirk tugging at her lips. "l'm 


still mad. But I'm sorry for stealing your boyfriend in front of you." 


Daves jaw worked, but no sound came out. He couldn't so much as breathe until Courtney left, saying 


something about bringing Frances out with him once he'd said his piece and had his minute. 
Kurt was looking up at him. Smile threatening to split his face in two. 


"What?" 


Kurt pointed towards Dave, cheek pressed against Frances’. 
"Who's that?" He whispered. 
"Davie!" She giggled. 


Dave couldn't help the smile that started to spread across his face. Slowly making his way to the edge of the 
bed. Kissing the blond quickly. Frustrated by the taste of lipstick on his mouth. 


Kurt pulled him back again, forcing him to make the kiss longer. 
"| love you." He whispered, kissing up his cheek and to his ear. Breath warm against his skin. "I love you, Dave." 


Frances tugged on his shirt, babbling away in baby. Though he could hear her trying to imitate the words she 


was hearing. 

"Wub Davie.. Bee wub Davie." 

Dave felt his throat closing up. Tears stinging his eyes. 

"Who do you love?" Kurt whispered to the little girl, letting her tug at his fingers and bounce on his chest. 
"Bee." 

"Ahh, who do you love my baby Bean?" 

"Wub mommy." She said, voice excited as she spoke, but that serious expression staying. 
"And who else?" 

"Wub teetee..” 

"Yeah, we all love Tigger." He grinned up at Dave, "Courtneys cat" 

"Who else do you love, Bee?" 

"Daddy!" 

Kurt smiled, "And who else? Anyone else?" 

The little girl made a buzzing noise as she seemed to think. 


"Davie?" She pointed at the redhead. 


"That's right." Kurt smiled, kissing her tiny hands. "We love Davie." 


Dave choked. Tears streaming down his face as he kissed the blonds face over and over again There was no 
way in hell he deserved this. He threw his arms around the blond and cried into his neck, sobbing and loosing all 
the pent up anxiety and frustration from everything. From the surgery Kurt was about to go through. From 
the thought of having to take care of a kid that wasn't his. From feeling like second or even third place 
compared to Kurts previous partner. Barely registering that there were three hands running through his hair 


as he cried. 
"| love you." Kurt whispered, "I love you." 


‘| love you too." Dave sobbed, "So much. Oh my God. | love you." 
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It was with a heavy heart that Dave pulled himself from the room. Taking Frances with him before the doctor 
came back to find them. He could feel the tears rolling down his face, but he did nothing to stop them. He 
couldn't. It all hurt so damn much. The look of absolute heartbreak on Kurt's face when he'd said he had to 


leave.. It wasn't an expression he'd ever wanted to see. And it wasn't one he'd ever forget. 


He walked through the halls towards the waiting room. Frances babbling away at him, and him not listening to 
half of it. 


Until she put two tiny chubby hands on each side of his face and pushed his cheeks towards his temples. 
"Baa--aad!" She whined, *Cry-ee bad! Why Davey cry-ee?" 

Dave pulled his face away from her, trying not to get annoyed. Huffing his bangs out of his face, he shrugged 
"Cause Davey's got a lot on his mind, sweetheart! 

"Daddy?" Frances tipped her head to the side and pointed towards the room they'd come from. 

"Yeah. About your daddy." He muttered, beginning to feel miserable all over again 


Frances kissed his cheek. Dave felt like his face had caught fire with how red he turned. He looked down at the 


girl in alarm. 
"What was that for?" 


‘Mommy say kiss~y make booboos go way." She beamed, looking proud of herself for making an almost 
complete sentence. Grabbing at Dave's hair and soon letting it go. Kissing his cheek again. "Make Bee happy.. 
Kiss-y make Davey happy too!" 


Dave cracked a smile through teary eyes. He'd never particularly cared for kids. They were loud. Tiny. 
Troublesome. And they required too much attention. He viewed having to deal with kids the same way he 
viewed having to deal with the loud, obnoxious but cuddly drunk guy at the party. But there was something 


warm budding in his chest as he looked down at the serious face of a girl that looked just like the man he 


loved. Maybe a paternal instinct he'd never really known he'd had. 
Our kid. He thought to himself. Reflecting back on Kurts trying to comfort him about the whole thing. 
"Davey fee'better?" Frances questioned, looking up with wide eyes, otherwise still as poker-faced as ever. 


Dave grinned, tilting his head down and nosing the girls hair. Earning a squeal of giggles. "Yeah. Davey feels 
better." He chuckled Beaming when he saw the smile across the girls face. 


"Aw, there's my baby Bean." 

Dave looked up to see Courtney standing and walking toward him. Whatever joy there had been in his heart, 
extinguished upon seeing his boyfriends ex. Not that she wasn't pleasant enough. But seeing that his lover and 
her were still so obviously in love had kind of ruined any positive effect her beauty, or any other thing about 
her, could have had. 

He handed her her daughter as soon as he could. Passing her off and flopping into his old seat in the waiting 
room. Grabbing his hat, he pulled it on and down over his eyes. Hoping to try and get some form of rest. He 


hadn't slept right in weeks. All the running around and worrying with Kurt. It was almost painful. 


He made a noise and woke up when he felt a weight in his lap. Another noise when his hat was tugged on. 


Opening his eyes, he saw Frances sitting in his lap. Courtney looking down at him seriously. 
"Can you watch her for a few hours? Unfortunately.. | couldn't get the entire day free." Courtney said sadly. "I 
have to go to the lawyers lawyers and run other errands out of town.. But | want her to be here for when 


he's out." 


"You mean like.. Overnight?" Dave asked sleepily. Courtney nodded and he woke up further. Suddenly alert. "Am | 
allowed to do that?" He asked. 


"You're not his father. And technically you're Kurt's roommate. Should | have a reason not to trust you with 


my child?" 


Dave looked down at Frances with wide eyes. Getting a serious look in return Damn, the kid needed a new 


expression. 
"Its just.. This is short notice." Dave sighed, looking up at Courtney. 
"I know.. | just got called is all. | wish | could stay. Look, if it's too much, I'll find someone else to watch her" 


Dave hesitated. Maybe this was some sort of a test. To see how good he'd be with the kid. 


"N-no, it's fine." He murmured, pulling Frances into his arms. "Just a bit of a shock is all. I'll probably just get 


a room at the hotel across the street." He muttered. "Y'know. If you need to find me." 
"Not going home?" Courtney seemed legitimately confused. 


Dave shook his head, blushing slightly. "No. | uh. Haven't baby-proofed the apartment yet. And | dont really 
know as that Id want to go home at all while Kurt's in the hospital." 


With a bit of a nod, Courtney smiled sadly. "Yeah... | know what you mean.. Well. I'll be back either tomorrow 
night or the day after to pick her up. We'll probably meet here, hm?" 


"Yeah." Dave murmured. Letting Courtney leaned over to kiss the child's forehead and say goodbye, clearly 
having already gone over the plan with the little girl 


Dave didn't know what time it was when he was woken up. Frances was curled up and sleeping on his chest. 
Sucking her thumb just a little. He smiled softly at the sight before looking for who or what has woke him. A 


young nurse stood in front of him. 

"Mr. Mustaine?" She asked, seeming unsure. 

"Yeah." Dave stretched a bit, yawning and trying not to rouse or disturb the child on top of him. “That's me." 
| was told to tell you that Mr. Cobains surgery went well and was successful. He's currently staying in ICU 
just so we can keep an eye on him overnight. Assuming everything turns up fine while he's in Intensive Care, 
you'll be able to see him tomorrow during visitors hours." She smiled sweetly. 

"Intensive Care?" Dave thought out loud. "Why's he there if everything went well?" 

"Its general procedure." The nurse smiled, seeming not to mind what might have been a stupid question. "While 
the medications wear off and he wakes up. He'll be in for a bit of a shock, and we'll need to just watch and 
make sure he doesn't hurt himself by accident. And make double sure that thw surgery did, in fact, go over 
smoothly." 

"Jesus." Dave muttered, "That sounds fucking scary. Not gonna lie, nurse.” 

"Well. Because he's been lying on his stomach so long, he's had to have air tubes inserted through his airways. 
Swelling of the face makes it difficult for patients to breathe properly. We basically just want to make sure 
he's not going to wake up and try to pull them out himself. Or that he's going to move in any way to upset 


the incision in his back" 


Dave swallowed thickly. 


"Do you have any more questions, sir?" The nurse asked kindly, still smiling, though she looked like she had 


somewhere to be. 


Dave shook his head, and with some short words, the nurse left. Dave heaved a huge sigh. Sinking back into his 
chair and resting his head on the back wall. 


The surgery had been a success. 

Everything had gone well. 

Kurt was okay. 

They were okay. 

He closed his eyes and took the first few real breaths he'd taken the past two days. Relief flooding through 
him, he slowly moved to get up. Cradling Frances to him as he stood up. Grabbing the few things of his he'd 
brought before leaving the hospital. Booking a room at the hotel across the road for a few days. Unsure how 
long Kurt would be staying in hospital now that everything was done. 

But, as Dave lay down on the crisp hotel sheeted bed, Frances curled into his side. He found himself thinking 
that it didn't matter. The hardest part was over. The waiting was over. The major lifestyle change was nothing 
in comparison to the waiting. 

It was over. 


And it was good. 


And for the first time in more than two days, Dave slept. 
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Dave woke early the next morning. Managing to slide out of bed without disturbing the child next to him and 
shower. When he came out, Frances was sitting up on the bed and blinking around with a confused look on her 
face. When she caught sight of Dave, she squealed and clapped her hands gleefully. 


"Davey!" She giggled, "Bee stay wiff Davey?" 
Dave chuckled, combing his fingers through his hair. "Yeah, Bee, you're stayin! with me. For now anyway.” 


The girl squealed again, bouncing up and scrambling over to the edge of the bed. At first Dave was scared she 
was going to fall. But when she leaned over, she wound herself around his forearm. Bouncing up and down and 


giggling. Unable to help the grin, Dave took the girl up into his arms. And she laughed and laughed and laughed. 


Jeez. She was awful excited for just staying with him. He felt like he was missing out on something. Like her 


ceaseless excitement. Like how she'd known who he was. 


Pushing it to the back of his mind, he went and found the diaper bag that Courtney had left with his stuff. 
Going through it and pulling out all sorts of stuff. Clean nappies. A couple changes of clothes. Some weird 
looking elastics with plastic things at each end. Hesitantly, he pulled the girl over and checked her diaper. Glad 
to find it clean Earning a giggle from the little girl and a comment about how she usually used the big girl 
potty all in her own 


He sifted through the clothes. Frowning a bit. He didn't know how the hell to do this shit! Fuck He grabbed a 
tiny pair of blue jeans that were in there and a cute little faded Disney t-shirt along with some tiny little 
socks. Helping the little girl get dressed, leaving her hair loose, he soon after hefted her up onto his shoulders. 


"You want breakfast, sweetheart?" He asked, looking back at her. Surprised at himself. Where the hell..? 
Sweetheart? 


Frances nodded, serious expression right back. As always. "Ba-na-na-na-na" She said, nodding her head with 


each ‘na’. 


Dave laughed. "Alright. Let's go out for breakfast, hm? An’ we'll get you your banana" He chuckled. 


"Yayyy--yy!" Frances squealed, throwing her hands up. Apparently trying to reach the ceiling as Dave kept her 
on his shoulders. He chuckled softly, shaking his head. Friggin’ kid. 


He made sure he had everything before heading out. Pulling a hat down over his eyes as he went. He hadn't 
had too many incidents with going out in public and being recognised, but he didn't feel like taking any chances. 
Not today. Not with Frances in his care, and not with Kurt in the hospital. The last thing he needed was the 
wolves howling the door down and harassing the poor kid for being with him. 


He took her to a small café. Getting himself coffee and some toast. Frances was a bit upset that she couldn't 
get just a banana, but had to get a ‘fruit bowl with yogurt instead. With a request for extra banana in it. 
Dave silently vowed to get the kid her whole banana. She looked so damn heartbroken But as she messily ate 
the chunks of fruit, and accidentally smeared yogurt all up the front of Daves shirt, he found himself beaming. 
Despite the mess. Despite the fact that he, normally, despised children 


He'd run out of clean napkins and was sort of getting tired of pulling the waitress aside every couple minutes, 
so he'd started wiping Frances’ juice stained chin with his shirt. Laughing as she smacked on the pieces of 
cantaloupe and sucked her grapes right out of their skins before eating them. 

"Come on, baby girl. Chew with your mouth closed" He laughed, combing her hair behind her ears. He took a 
miracle whole grape from her mashed up fruit bowl and popped it in his mouth to demonstrate. "See? Mouth 


closed. No mess." 


"Messy messy messy!" Frances giggled, going to grab at Daves hair with sticky fingers. He stopped her before 
she could 


"Hey... Now. No touching unless your hands are clean" He murmured, kissing the side of her head and looking up. 
Noticing a group of women, possibly his age or significantly younger, it was getting hard to tell now, looking at 
him. Pointing and whispering to each other. Giggling every so often He raised an eyebrow and they all hushed 


each other. Seeming to realize they'd been caught staring. 


He turned his attention back to Frances, who was trying to get into his coffee. Hell. What had happened to the 
quiet sleepy kid? Where had this busybody come from? 


"Wassat2" Frances asked, pointing at the mug as Dave took it and took a sip while he had the chance. 
"Coffee." He smiled, "Its a grown up drink Can you say that? Coffee..2" 

"C-caw-free.”" She murmured, "Caw-fees. Caw-fee.” 

"Close enough, kid” Dave smirked, ruffling her hair. 


"Bee twy?" She asked, looking up with wide eyes. 


Thinking it over, Dave smirked. What was the worse that could happen? He held the cup up to her lips. 
"Careful, its hot." He said softly, tipping the mug, The first bit of coffee met the girls lips and she recoiled 
"Ewwl" She exclaimed, pulling away, both sticky hands going up to cover her puckered mouth 

Dave laughed, "Yeah, it's pretty gross” 


He made a noise when he felt someone sit down next to him. Looking up curiously, he saw one of the ladies 


from the table over. He said something real intelligent, he was sure. Like "uh". 


"She's so cute." The lady exclaimed, "Is she yours? How old is she? What's her name?" She asked a few more 


questions, and Daves head was spinning. 
"Uh... Her names Frances. Um. l'm just babysitting her for my boyfriend while he's in the hospital." 


The woman's eyes went wide, Dave rolled his eyes. Turning back to Frances as she smeared her hands over his 


shirt. 
‘lm sorry, | didn't realize." She mumbled, "Um. So did you guys adopt?" 


Dave narrowed his eyes. Now more concerned. Why the hell was she pressing? Unless.. He looked down and saw 


her hands under the table holding a phone. Light blinking. 
"No. And | don't feel comfortable answering any other question you're about to ask. Not if you're recording my 
answers on your phone. Thanks." He hissed, abruptly getting up. Leaving cash under his plate to cover his 


unfinished breakfast, he waved over the waitress to collect. 


All but storming out of the café. He knew he must have looked absolutely ridiculous. Juice stained, yogurt 
smeared, pissed off and carrying a messy questioning baby. 


"Where we go--ee?" She asked, not understanding what had happened. "Bad lady? Davey mad?" 


Dave heaved a sigh. Starting back towards the hotel. "Yeah. She was a bad lady, sure. We're gonna go get you 


cleaned up then go see if we can see your daddy yet." 
"Daddy!" She giggled gleefully, clapping her hands and smiling. "Daddy sick. Daddy fee' better?" 
Dave nodded, stepping into their room. "That's what we're hoping, sweetie." 


‘Mommy say Daddy hurts him back" She said, hands going to her lower back as though to demonstrate. "Say 
doctor fix it. Do doctor fix Daddy?" 


Dave chuckled. Frig she was smart. "Yeah. Daddys back hurt real bad. The doctor fixed him yesterday, but he's 


gonna be sore for a while yet” 
She nodded, seemingly deep in thought. "We go see Daddy?" 


Bringing the girl down from his shoulders, Dave nodded. "Yeah. We're gonna get you cleaned up and head out." 


He murmured. 


They were ready and gone again within a few minutes. Dave had no change of clothes, so he'd cleaned his shirt 
as best he could and tied his hair back in a bun with the first thing he found. Which happened to be one of 


those weird elastics with the plastic baubles on them. 


He took Frances back to the hospital. Asking after Kurt and being told that he could see him during visiting 
hours. So.. An hour. He had an hour to wait. Shit. 


What the hell was he gonna do with an hour? 


"Daddy? Bee see daddy?" Frances asked curiously, looking up at Dave with wide eyes as he wandered back out 


of the hospital 
"Not yet sweetie, he's still with the doctor” 

"When?" 

"Soon, Bee. What do you wanna do in the meantime?" 

She seemed to think again. Pressing her hands into her cheeks. "Bee pway. Bee pway swingy" 
"What.?" Dave didn't understand. 


Frances huffed, pursing her lips and making a face at the redhead. "Swingy!" She exclaimed, rocking back and 
forth in Dave's arms as though to demonstrate. "Bee go swingy! Davey push on swingy-set!” 


"Oh!" Dave nodded. Right. Swings. She wanted to go to the park and use the swing set. Ri--ight. "Sure thing, 


sweetie. We'll go right now" He murmured, already starting towards the closest park a block away. 
Frances curled in Dave's arms and sang the whole way. 


Once they reached their destination, Dave was relieved to see that there weren't too many people there. 


The joys of it being a weekday. He supposed. 


They stayed and played for a little over an hour. Dave had a warm feeling in his chest as he carried the 
almost sleeping-Frances back to the hospital. Her head resting on his shoulder, sucking tiredly at her little 
thumb. Dave went straight to Kurt's room as soon as he knew where he was going. Finding the door open, and 
his lover lying asleep in bed. 

Smiling softly, he slipped in. Shutting the door behind him and walking up to the bed. Leaning over and planting 
the softest of kisses to the blonds forehead. Grinning as he made a noise and stirred slightly. Those wide baby 
blues slowly opening and focusing on him. 

"Morning, babe." Dave said softly, shifting Frances so he could pet Kurt's hair. "How you feeling?" 


Kurt grimaced as he shifted around. Shuffling over as a way to invite Dave to sit next to him on the bed. 


"Feel like shit." He said softly. Looking up at the drip tube that fed into his arm. "They gave me self 


administered morphine.” He laughed. 
Dave smirked, "How's that going? You think you'll be okay after?" 


"They set it so | could only give myself so much." He chuckled softly, letting his head fall back on the pillow. 
"Fucking hurts. But | already hit my limit” 


‘Sorry, babe. Ive got something that might make you feel better though." 


Kurt looked up curiously. Head tipping to the side. Dave held Frances out and a wide grin broke across the 
blonds face. 


"Hey baby girl." He murmured, weakly reaching up and taking the slowly waking child from Dave. "What are you 
doing here with this crazy guy? Huh?" 


Frances yawned and rubbed her eyes. Wide eyes sparkling at the sight of her father. 


"Bee stay wif Davey!" She exclaimed proudly, throwing her tiny hands in the air. "Bee stay wif Davey and 
daddy?" 


"For now, | guess." Kurt said softly, smiling. "And in a while you'll stay with us again. How's that sound?" 
"Go--ooo00d!" The child squealed, squirming as Kurt planted a few weak kisses over her. 


Dave took her back when he saw Kurt was getting tired. Holding her in his lap where she soon fell back to 


sleep. 


"You wore her all out." Kurt chuckled, "What'd you guys do?" 


"Went to the park" Dave laughed. "She ran around like a friggin’ crazy person" 
"You were okay with her?" 

"We literally slept, ate and played. Course | was okay with her.” 

Kurt smiled softly, looking the redhead over as he held the child 


‘lm glad" He said quietly, tilting his head up as a sign that he wanted a kiss. Dave gladly gave him what he 


wanted. Kissing him slowly and tenderly. 


"| love you." The redhead murmured, slowly pulling away from his lover. 


"| love you too." 


chapter 6 


Author's Notes: 
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Things had started happening fast. Frances had gone back to her mothers for Kurt's six week base recovery 
period. He'd been released from the hospital and he and Dave immediately went to their newly acquired 
mountain retreat. 

Grohl's cabin was definitely.. Something. It was reminiscent of a completely run down shack on the outside. The 
inside was only a little bit better. But the roof was solid and didn't leak, and the garage was in brilliant condition 
Go figure Grohl would look after the house for the vehicles before looking after the one for himself. 


But, run down as it appeared, it was exactly what the couple needed. A quaint little place far off the beaten 
track. No David to bother them. No paparazzi to bother them. No neighbors to bother them. 


It was perfect. 

And Kurt made a point of saying so as Dave drove them up the spiraling driveway. 

"Holy shit" The blond breathed, looking around with wide eyes. 

"Problem?" Dave teased. 

"No. Just.. Shit.. This place is amazing." 

Dave laughed, "We're not even all the way up the driveway. How can you say that?" 

"Trees." Kurt drawled, looking over with a smile. "So many trees. That's how | know. And | think | see the lake." 
‘| don't understand how you're seeing anything." Dave snorted, "You're practically lying down. God. You're just 
fucking lucky that we were pretty much off the grid by the time you'd done that. We woulda got pulled the 


fuck over." 


"Details, details." Kurt murmured, vaguely waving his hand around as though to shoo Dave away before he 


went back to looking out the window. 


A high pitched mew sounded from the back seat, followed by some shuffling. Craning his neck, Kurt looked back 


at the cat crate that was strapped into the seat, cooing softly to try and calm down the panicked animals 


inside. 


Upon Kurt's release from the hospital, Dave had surprised him with three little kittens. Wanting to get him a 
pet (or three, evidently) to keep the blond company whenever Dave was out working on the place as they'd 
promised Grohl they would. While the doctors weren't too pleased by Daves smuggling animals in in his jacket, 
the smile that had broke across Kurts face had made it more than worth it. The blond had been looking worse 
for wear the few days he'd spent in the hospital. Even for such a short time, it was evident what an awful toll 


it bore on him. 


“Alright. Here we are." Dave muttered, throwing the truck in park and looking up at the ramshackle cabin in the 
woods that was to be their home. "Should | carry you over the threshold, old man?" He teased, getting out and 
opening Kurts door for him. Holding it as he sorted out the cats. 


"Ha. Ha. Ha. You're a comic fuckin' genius." Kurt deadpanned, whirring his seat up and ever so slowly moving to 
get out of the car. Holding onto Daves arm as he made the big step down from the trucks side skirt. 


When Kurt tried to take the cat crate, Dave stopped him. 
"You're not allowed to carry anything over so many pounds..” 
"Nor can | twist. Or bend. Or do anything but walk around or sit on my ass. Let me see my kitty cats." 


Laughing, Dave shook his head. "Lets get inside first. We'll keep them in there so they don't get spirited away 


by wild animals." 
"And so they can keep me company." 
"And so they can keep you company." 


Kurt smiled at him quickly before starting the long trek to the front door. Standing straighter than he usually 
did from the brace secured around his back. Dave was quick on his heels. Cat carrier in one hand as he 
searched for the keys with the other. Taking pity on the redhead, Kurt searched his pockets for him and 
unlocked the door. A bit surprised when he walked into the building. It had seemed, that during his last and 
latest day in the hospital, the two Dave's had taken the liberty of cleaning up inside and bringing all their stuff 
over from the apartment. Along with some new furniture too. He walked through the rooms, surprised to see 
a bed. An actual full bed in the master bedroom. Frame, headboard, boxspring and all rather than just a 
mattress on the floor. It was even made up properly. With a skirt around the bottom and everything. 


"Shit." Kurt breathed in surprise. 


"You like?" Dave asked, coming up behind him and sliding his arms around the blonds waist. 


"Yeah. | like. That's a fucking bed." 

"Yes. You're very perceptive, dear. That is a bed. But there won't be any fucking for a while, unfortunately.’ 
Kurt spun around and punched Daves chest. Annoyed when the redhead giggled childishly. "No. | mean.. An 
actual bed. | don't think I've slept in a real bed since that time we went out of town for a show and we stayed 
in that hotel" He raked his gaze over the other and back to the bedroom. Smiling softly before realizing 
something. "Where's the cats?" He asked, looking abruptly back to Dave. 


"| was waiting for you to ask." Dave smirked, pointing with his thumb. "They're in the kitchen with the crate 
door open. They're being shy and won't come out. | think they want their mommy. Which, FYI, is you.” 


Kurt smiled as he pulled away from the other and started toward the other room. Gasping when he heard the 
sound of tiny mewls and the pitter patter of tiny paws over the linoleum floor. 


"Babies!" He cried when he walked in and saw only one of them had dared venture out. "Come here, its okay.” 


He murmured, earning some stifled laughter from Dave. 


Kurt squatted down in front of the crate. Sliding onto his butt and peeking in. Making kissy noises as he tried to 
coax the other two kittens to come out of hiding. 


"Come on, babies. Come here. Its okay, | know it's a new big scary place, but it's okay. Come here. Aw.. Come to 


mommy." 

Dave was practically beside himself laughing. Up until Kurt tried to get up. The blond made some sort of 
strangled noise when he found himself stuck on the floor. Dave rushed to his side. Taking his hand and holding 
his side as he gently lifted him to his feet. 

"Are you okay, babe? You didn't hurt yourself, did you?" 

Kurt wouldn't look at him. 

"Kurt..? Babe. What's wrong?" 


He heard a sniffle and his heart broke when Kurt briefly looked over. Tears lining his eyes. 


‘Im fine." He said quietly, pulling away from Dave's hold. Trying to keep whatever dignity and independence he 
had. 


"Kurt." Dave started, trying to go after him. 


‘lm fine!” Kurt snapped, twisting around and immediately regretting the decision. His hands went to his back and 


he hunched over as the pain struck him. From the brace cutting into his ribs, and from agitating both incision 


and new hardware. 


Dave slowly came over and helped him to sit down in one of the kitchen chairs. Crouching down once he was 


seated and trying to meet his gaze. 


"Are you hurt..?" He asked softly. Trying to bite back the hurt from Kurt snapping at him. Trying to 
understand what he had to have been feeling. 


"No." Came the weak response. 

"Do you think you broke anything back there?" 

No.." 

Dave sighed softly. Letting his head hang in Kurts lap. 
"Are you okay?" 

"No" Came the quiet whisper. 


Dave looked up and wasn't surprised to see that Kurt had his face buried in his hands. Crying quietly. And 
seemingly ashamed for it. Dave softly rubbed his knee. 


"Wanna talk about it?" 
Kurt sniffled again, shaking his head and finally looking up. Rubbing his eye with the heel of his palm. 
"Later." He said, "Right now | just want to sit.. Can you make me a coffee and get me one of the cats?" 


Dave managed a weak smile. "Of course." He said softly, kissing the others wet cheek briefly and nosing him 
before going to do as he'd asked. 


Cat first. Plinking the little ball of fluff into Kurt's lap and watching as he clutched the purring kitten to his 
chest before going to put the coffee on 


Indeed they did talk later. When they were both lying in bed and unable to sleep. Kurt had explained as best he 
could why he'd had the meltdown. And Dave tried to understand. And he did understand. To an extent. It 
bothered him a little that Kurt wouldn't just accept that Dave wanted to help him during his recovery time 
and do anything that the other needed him to do. But Kurt still wanted to be as independent as possible. He 
wanted to do basic things like be able to pick himself up off the floor, or even face another direction without 
having to turn all the way around. He wanted to be able to bend over to pick up a dropped object rather than 


go through the whole process of squatting and then getting to his feet again without putting pressure on his 
back. 


And he didn't want to hurt. He was sick of the pain Kurt was angry that his painkillers didn't seem to work, 
and he was even more upset with the fact that he's had the surgery to stop the pain. Not to increase it or 


move it around as it had seemed to do. 


And he didn't want Dave to have to wait on him hand and foot. Despite the fact that Dave was more than 
willing to do so. He'd answer every beck and call for his lover. But apparently Kurt didn't want that. He said he 
felt like a leech for it. 


An idea that Dave found absolutely laughable. For when he had first moved in with the blond, he had been the 
definition of a leech. Kurt paid for everything. Of course, his credit cards and bank account had all been 
controlled by David and he actually had no money to his name, but still. Kurt had fed him, clothed him, put a 
roof over his head, and given him attention he hasn't had in years and expected absolutely nothing in return 
for it. The only thing he'd accept in return were pictures from Dave's sketchbook. 


But again. Dave tried to understand. Kurt had his pride. And said pride was being trod on with his inability to do 


even the most basic things. 


chapter seven 
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The first day of staying at the cabin was eventful. Dave went out and cleared a bunch of burdocks from the 
side of the house in the morning. Coming in at lunch for lemonade and a sandwich, both of which were lovingly 
made by his currently invalid of a boyfriend. When he came back inside in the early evening, he was soaked in 
sweat and covered in dirt. His hair, which he had tied back and usually so painstakingly perfect, was full of 
twigs and bits of bark and moss. 


"What the hell were you doing?" kKurt asked, shocked to see his lover in such a state. He was usually so 
adamant about cleanliness. To the point that he would drag Kurt into the shower to shampoo his hair if he 
thought it too greasy. 


Dave's breath was slightly laboured. He poured himself a glass of the fresher orange juice and downed it 
before he spoke. 


“Cutting wood." 


"What..2!" Kurt was sure he hasn't heard the redhead right. Cutting wood? It was August. The fuck did they 


need wood for? 


| was cutting wood." Dave repeated, a lazy smile curling his lips as he scrubbed the back of his neck with a 
towel. 


Even tied back, his hair spilled over his neck and shoulders and made him warm. He leaned over and gave Kurt 
a quick couple kisses on the lips. Indulging him only when he let out a quiet needy whine and giving him a proper 
kiss. Smiling against his mouth. 

Kurt smiled back at him, eyes half lidded as he looked him over. 


"What's the wood for?" He asked. 


Dave looked down at his crotch, "Well nine times outta ten it's for you and the other one time it's for stupid 


reasons.” 


Kurt laughed. Actually laughed. Pulling Dave onto the couch with him, not caring that he was covered in filth as 
he held him close and kissed him deeply. 


"You know what | mean." He giggled. "The trees. Logs. What are you doing with them? Its still summer." 

Dave grinned mischievously and kissed him quickly once more. 

It won't be summer forever." He murmured, "And itll no doubt get cold up here. We might even get snow." 
"Think well be here that long?" Kurt asked, running his hand over Dave's bicep. 

"Might be. And if we're not, its mostly clean up anyway and it'd be a nice thing for Thing One to come in to.” 
"Hmmmn, so he's Thing One now? | thought you were." 


"Nah, | let him have what he wanted Made him shut up." Dave laughed. Looking down with a smirk as Kurt's 
hands smoothed over his chest. "And whatta you think you're doing?" 


"Touching you. What's it look like?" 

"Kurt." Dave warned, smirking as he leaned in to kiss him. "Not allowed any of that for a few weeks." 
Kurt whined. "I'm just touching." He said in a childlike tone. 

"You and | both know what you and ‘just touching’ leads to." 

"Da--ave..!" Kurt pouted. 

"Ku--urt.!" Dave mimicked. 


Huffing a little sigh, Kurt reluctantly pulled his hands away. Looking up sadly. Dave cooed softly and kissed his 
forehead. 


"Im sorry, babe. Soon We'll do something soon" 

Kurt sighed and curled back up. Dave reluctantly pulled away after giving him a quick kiss on the cheek 
"Im gonna go take a shower." He murmured. "Do you need in the bathroom?" 

"No." Kurt grumbled 

Dave sighed. Forgetting about the shower, he flopped back down 

"Kurt." He started 


"No. Don't fucking start. Go take your stupid shower." 


"Kurt" He said sternly, causing the blond to look up, but not relax any. 


Dave heaved another sigh. Throwing himself around the smaller man and kissing him tenderly. Hands roaming 


down his front. 
"What's the problem?" Dave asked softly through the others slight daze. 


Kurt swallowed thickly. Looking up at the older man, "I. | just." He sighed. "I just need to know you still love me. 
You're doing all this fucking work and I'm sitting in here feeling beyond fucking useless..." 


Dave's brow turned up. Lips quirking down. "Of course | still love you." He said softly, kissing his forehead. "And 
you're not useless. You're recovering. And besides. If you were outside with me, who'd be making me amazing 
lemonade and sandwiches?" He smirked. 

Kurt bit back a smile. "I'm not your bitch, Y'know." 

"Really? | never woulda guessed otherwise." 

Kurt hit his chest and laughed, "Asshole..!" 

‘I'm your asshole." Dave murmured, kissing him again. "And | love you." 

Kurt sighed and relaxed slightly. "Love you too." 

"So you wanna shower with me?" Dave asked innocently, looking up with wide eyes. 

Kurt bit his lip anxiously. Nodding slowly. Though the eagerness shone in his eyes. Dave cracked a smile. Taking 
Kurt's hands in his own and gently tugging him up. Hugging him from behind and shuffling towards the 
bathroom. Face buried in the blonds neck as they went. Kissing him softly and nibbling the soft skin. Earning 
soft noises and quiet laughs from the other. 

Kurt turned as soon as they were in the bathroom. Arms going around Dave's waist. Mouth meeting his. A 
finally content sigh passing his lips when Dave kissed him back and put his hands on his butt. Not really able to 
lay hands on his back, and unable to get his hands between their torsos, it was the best thing available. Not 
that Dave was complaining. 

"| love you.." Kurt murmured as he pulled away from a kiss. 


"And | love you." Dave responded. Sealing the words with a tiny peck to the others nose. 


The blond giggled and scrunched his face up. Cupping Dave's butt in his hands and squeezing a bit. Eliciting a 


small noise from the redhead. 


"We can't." He said weakly. 


Kurt kissed him, "No sex. Doesn't mean no blowjobs." He muttered, reaching between them and rubbing his 
crotch through his jeans. "Besides, you're on the verge of saying ‘fuck it', aren't you?" He teased. 


Daves lip curled back a little into a playful sneer. He'd never admit it outloud because he'd probably embarrass 
the poor kid, but Dave was amazed at how far Kurt had come with him. He used to be pretty shy when it 


came to sex. 
And then Dave corrupted him with panties, toys and demanding to be fucked as hard as possible. 
Ah, good times. 


Dave leaned in and nibbled at Kurt's earlobe. Licking at the shell of his ear and purring. "You know me too well." 
He chuckled, "Well. Come on then. Lets get in the shower. We won't have to clean up then" 


As though he'd won the lottery, Kurt's face lit up with an overly eager smile. Blue eyes wide as he dashed 
over to turn the taps and get undressed at the same time. Accidentally almost hitting Dave in the face when 
he came to help with his shirt. 


"I've waited so fucking long to have this kind of moment with you." Kurt whispered once they were under the 


shower spray. 


Dave hummed contently. Kissing him softly as his hands roamed over the newly nude flesh of Kurt's thighs. 
"And | you.." He murmured absently. 


And finally. After so many days and weeks of stressing and separation. After days of being in hospital and time 
in tremendous amounts of pain, together or otherwise. After so many days of forced celibacy, before so many 


more to come. Both men rediscovered each other. Taking their time in enjoying each others company, and body. 


chapter eight 
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Days passed, and the days spent in the cabin soon turned to weeks. The end of August quickly turned into the 
beginning of September, and the weather made sure to make the change known Leaves started to turn, and 
the wind had a bite to it that had previously gone unfelt. Of course, Autumn wasn't in full swing just yet. But 


it was getting close. 


Kurt still had weeks of base recovery time. And thus, still had weeks before he could do little more than talk 
about getting custody of his daughter. Though Courtney had quietly and secretively come up to scope the 
place out one day. Bringing little Frances with her and going so far as to let Dave take her out on the four 
wheeler for a short tour around the front lawn. Not wanting to go too far into the bush, lest something 
happen. It was better safe than sorry. 


The wood room quickly got filled, and Dave was finding more little projects to do. Some of those projects 
included restoring one of the old buildings in the far back of the property. It had appeared to be some kind of 
barn at one point in time. Probably long before Grohl had ever acquired the land, the place had been some sort 
of farm. Or so Dave could only guess with the old machinery that was left in odd places and far into the bush. 
Tractors and wagons, trucks and even (as Dave discovered after having to ask what the heck the piece of junk 


was) an old hay bailer. 


He wasn't sure exactly what day it was. But one day, Kurt had insisted on coming outside to see the place. 
Finally managing to convince Dave that he felt okay enough to venture out of the house; the couple walked 
down the trails through the woods. The sun was beginning to set on them, and huge mosquitos were starting 
to buzz around their ears, preparing to eat them alive until Dave pulled out the Muskol. At least he'd had the 
foresight to bring it. Kurt had been completely unprepared. 


They walked in step with each other. Arms slung around the others waist and holding tightly. Kurt kept his 
hold low, as he normally did so that Dave was able to feel it. A fact that Dave not only was grateful for, but 


made him love the blond even more. 


Most people didn't know, and the ones that did were either frighteningly inconsiderate or just scared off by the 
fact. Of the many fights that he and David had had, the worst one had definitely been the one in which David 
had left his mark behind. Trying to ensure that no other human being would ever try to lay eyes or hands on 


Dave ina caring way ever again... 


Dave had often thought he had no hope. The scars too large for a skin graft to be plausible, and wearing 


baggy clothes only went so far. Not to mention that the nerve damage done was irreversible. And as a result, 
for the longest time, David had gotten what he wanted. No one wanted damaged goods. Especially not when the 


damaged goods was literally on the verge of going insane. 


But then Kurt had come into the picture. And slowly but surely he'd been shown some light and kindness drew 
him out of the bubble he'd had created for him. 


He looked over at the blond Amazed, as always, at the sight of him in his arms. 

Kurt looked up slowly. Sensing the others gaze upon him. 

"What?" He asked softly. 

"Nothin" Came Dave's short response, smirk tugging at his lips as he slowly pulled his gaze away. 
"You're thinkin’ something.” Kurt mumbled, resting his head on Dave's shoulder as they walked. 
"Okay you caught me. I'm thinking about you." He laughed, kissing the top of his head. 


Kurt made a face. His nose wrinkling up, lips and brow puckering slightly as he looked up. "Why the fuck would 
you wanna do that? What the hell, dude?" 


Dave laughed. Squeezing him lightly and being mindful of his back He turned him around and stopped walking. 
Arms slipping low on his butt for a moment as he leaned in to kiss his furrowed brow and down to his waiting 
lips. 

"Because | love you." He purred. 

Kurt smiled weakly at the kisses, looking down a little at his words. Teeth at his lip somewhat anxiously. 

"Love you too.." He murmured. 

Dave raised an eyebrow. "What's wrong? You don't seem very.. | dunno. Not very.. Here, | guess." 

Kurt shrugged and insisted they keep walking. Loosing a small sigh. 

"| dunno. I've been in a mood all day." 

"Is that why you didn't want me to go back out after lunch?" 


"Sort of." 


"What?" Dave looked down at the younger man. Concern lining his brow. "Kurt, what's wrong.” 


"I just.. | don't know. Do you think we're doing the right thing? | mean, with moving? With wanting to move 
forward? Did | do the right thing going for the surgery? It still hurts. What about with wanting Frances to live 


with us? | don't feel like | really gave you an option in the matter." 

Dave's shoulders slumped a little. A soft sigh passing his lips. So Kurt was in one of those moods. Not that he 
could blame the man He'd been cooped up pretty well by himself for almost four weeks. And Dave understood 
the shifts in Kurt's moods. It wasn't something he could entirely help. Similar to his own problems he had from 
the things he had gone through. They'd spoken briefly about it once. But never again, really. It wasn't of real 
importance anyway. Whatever it was, they dealt with it together. 

"Kurt." He said softly. "| honestly can't tell you whether its right or wrong. Because | don't know. | don't. But to 
me, it feels right. If you had have left your back as it was, you would have suffered unnecessarily. If we 
hadn't moved, you'd be stuck in the apartment instead of a nice place. | can't speak for you. But me? | like this 
place. | like it a lot. | honestly didn’t think | would, since I've always lived in the city, but | do. Same with Frances. 
At first | was a little freaked out by the thought. At first | wasn't sure about it. But now? | love her, Kurt. | 


love her as | would my own kid. And if you still want to, | want to do this thing with you. Be a family. Proper 
with everything but a white picket fence. | love you, Kurt. | honestly do." 


Kurt swallowed thickly. Still worrying his lip and unable to look up. 
Man 

Dave almost laughed, "What? Am | sure that | love you?" 

Kurt nodded, seemingly on the verge of tears. Dave sighed softly. 


"Yes. I'm absolutely positive." He said quietly, pulling the blond into a hug. "I love you, Blondie. And if you wanna 
doubt it, go right ahead. But I'll love you harder til you get the hint." 


Kurt sniffled, looking up with a weak smirk. His chin pressing into Dave's chest. 

"Love me harder, huh?" He teased through the tears. 

Dave laughed, rubbing low on Kurt's back. "You know what | mean." He murmured, nuzzling the top of the 
blonds head. "I love you, Kurt. So fucking much. Please.. Please don't forget that." He begged, kissing him quickly. 
"| doubt I'd be alive if it weren't for you. You're everything to me." 

He heard a soft sob break from the man in his arms. Causing him to look down. 


"Aw." He cooed softly, holding the other close as he cried. 


Kurt couldn't help it. He felt so fucking selfish. Dave had had real problems. Said real problems had literally 


branded him as something he wasn't and very nearly took his life multiple times. 
And now here he was. 


Fucking crying because he couldn't collect his fucking thoughts to be certain that Dave actually fucking loved 
him. Which he knew was a really stupid fucking thing to be worried about. The man was willing to put all of his 
own shit aside to help him raise his daughter for God sakes. A child he hadn't known existed and probably had 


not wanted. 


"Kurt." Dave said softly, running his hands over his sides. Ghosting his fingers over his back, away from his 


brace. "Hey.. Its okay.." he whispered, kissing him softly. 


No. It wasn't okay. He wasn't okay. He felt so fucking stupid and childish. They were grown fucking men making 
big grown up decisions. And he was still fucking stuck doing this dance of ‘| don't know if you love me or if 


you're just looking to fuck me over". 


And yet, he couldn't help it. For all his self loathing for feeling that way. He couldn't help it. He was broken 
down. He was weak. Not only in the physical sense. He may not have had to deal with the years of physical and 
sexual abuses that Dave had. But the emotional deprivation and lack of empathy that he'd had to deal with had 


definitely left some scars. 


Kurt. It's okay.. We're okay." Dave said softly, wrenching the blond from his internal suffering for however 


brief a moment:."Come on.. Its getting kinda cold out. Why don't we head in for the night?" 


Kurts only response was to burrow into the redheads chest with a quiet whimper. With a soft sigh, Dave 
shuffled around and hooked his arms under Kurts legs. Wrapping them around his hips, he kissed the blonds 
cheek. 


"Back straight, soldier. Don't break your brace." He murmured as he carried him back to the cottage. They 


weren't too far out anyway. Not really. 


So maybe it was actually a long walk. And maybe, despite Kurt not actually being heavy, Daves knees felt like 
they were going to give before they even reached the front lawn. But in Daves eyes it was all worth it. He'd 


do anything to make sure his lover was safe and secure. To make sure he got home alright. 
They practically tumbled into bed, Dave forcing himself to go that extra few feet to the bedroom rather than 
crash on the couch. Kurt waking with a start with the sudden weight on top of him. He'd fallen asleep on the 


walk up. Emotional outburst draining him. 


He looked around, blinking confusedly. Sucking a breath past his teeth as he rolled to look at Dave. Wincing as 
his brace dug into his ribs at the slight twisting he was doing. 


"Did you seriously carry me all the way in?" He asked, both amazed and confused at why Dave didn’t just wake 


him up and make him walk himself. 


The redhead smiled up at him, tapping his side as a silent telling him to turn back around so he didn't hurt 
himself. "It's okay. You seemed pretty cozy" He chuckled. 


Kurt reluctantly rolled back over. Grumbling something unintelligible before looking back over his shoulder. 
"Are you okay?" 

"Fine." Dave hummed, kissing the back of Kurts neck "Perfect, actually. 

"You shoulda made me walk myself... Fuck.’ 


"You were sleeping.” Dave murmured, kissing him again, a soft purring sound rising from his chest. "Figured you 


needed it." 


Kurt sighed. Rolling right over and winding himself around the redhead. Leg slung over his hip and arms around 
his chest. Dave smiled at the blond. 


"| love you." He murmured. Kissing Kurts nose and nosing at his cheek 
Kurt smiled a little. Sighing a brief, "I love you too." 


‘ll always love you." Dave whispered, shuffling even closer and kissing along his face. "No matter what. Come 


Hell or high water.. I'll love you." 

"Come kid and bad moods?" Kurt murmured, looking up with a curious expression. 

"Come kid or bad moods." Dave confirmed. Kissing him again, and sealing his promise. "If you're having a 
problem, let me know.. I'll do what | can. Even if it's leaving you alone. | know how bad it sucks being stuck in a 


low...” 


"Don't leave me." Kurt blurted, looking up with wide eyes. His grip tightening around the other. "Don't ever leave 


me. Please.." 

Dave quietly shushed him, kissing his lips softly and repeatedly. 

"No no no, babe. I'm not leaving. | swear I'm not. | just meant if you needed alone time or a bed to yourself 
Kurt sniffled. "No.. Just. Don't leave me. | love you. Please. I'm sorry.” 


Dave wound himself back around the other. Holding him close and petting his hair soothingly. Kissing along his 
brow and quietly shushing him when he seemed about to start crying again 


‘I'm not going anywhere.." He promised, nuzzling him softly. "I love you.. I'm not gonna leave you. Its okay." 
Whimpering softly, Kurt burrowed deeper into Dave's chest. Squeezing his eyes shut and cuddling him close. 
They soon fell asleep. Curled around each other and quiet. No blankets covered them, and they simply drank in 


the warmth of the other til morning. 


When the couple woke, it was to the phone ringing. A female voice sounded on the voice answering machine 
when neither of them wanted to get up to go get it. Kurt jumped when he vaguely realized it was Courtney. 
Rushing out as quickly as he could to pick up the phone before she finished her message. 

Dave stayed huddled in the blankets. Silently struck by how quick the blond was to react to his ex-wife's voice. 
He knew there still had to be feelings there. And it hurt. He'd never let on, because he knew exactly what Kurt 
would say, but it still fucking hurt. Even logically knowing that they'd never get back together and that Kurt 
loved him with every inch of his soul, he still had his doubts. And he still had his worries. 

"Just let me ask my better half, Court.” 


Dave looked up when he saw Kurt shuffling toward the bedroom door. Stretching the cord as far as it could go 
from the wall. 


"Hey.. Courtney wants to know if she can bring Frances up for the rest of the day to stay the night. She's got 


some places to be upstate and can't find a babysitter." 

Dave smiled a little, noting the pleading look in his lovers eyes. He nuzzled into his pillow a little, nodding. 
| don't mind" He said softly, "Yeah, bring her over." 

"You weren't gonna do anything today?" 

Dave shook his head. Pulling a sharp breath through his teeth as he stretched out. 


"Nah, was gonna go to the store for some lumber, but she can come with. We'll have to get groceries then 


too. We have like.. No food." 
"Why don't we go pick her up then? If we're gonna be in town anyway." 
Dave loosed a small purr as he relaxed back again "Yeah, that's cool with me." 


Kurt smiled a little, but the excitement in his face was unmistakeable. "Sweet! Okay, so we'll come get her, 


okay?" He walked away as he finished up the phone call. "Yeah, yeah. Okay. Yeah, | know. Uh huh. Sure. See you 


soon. Bye." 
The phone hung up. There was silence for a moment. Dave debated getting up to make sure Kurt was okay. But 
then came the thumping of rushing footsteps down the hallway. Dave let out a yelp as Kurt jumped on him. 


Finding himself held down by the tangle of body and limbs. Drowning in kisses, hair and radiated excitement. 
Kurt was practically trembling. 


"Thank you thank you thank you..!" He repeated, kissing all over Dave's face and lips. "I love you so much. Thank 


you." 


Dave laughed, weakly returning each kiss he could. Trying to wriggle his arms free so he could hold the other 


close. 


"Babe, you don't need to thank me.. Remember what you kept telling me? Our kid. You don't need to ask 


permission to bring her over." 


Kurt hummed absently, smiling as he cuddled into the crook of Dave's neck. Purring softly and curling up a 


little. 
"Thank you anyway..." 


Dave chuckled, kissing the top of the blonds head. "You're welcome, okay? Now go get dressed and pack a bag 
of anything you'll need." 


"We're just going to town.!" Kurt whined, even as he was getting up, "I don't need a bag." 


"Yeah you do." Dave murmured, grabbing his pack of smokes from the bedside table. "I'm gonna have a smoke 


and be back, okay? I'll be on the porch of you need me." 


"Wait!" Kurt whined, halfways out of his shirt. Hobbling towards Dave as he got undressed. "Lemme come with. 


| mean, not to smoke. Cause l'm not allowed. But just to sit" 
"You just wanna try and inhale the fumes and second hand shit, don't you?" Dave teased. 


"No.. | just wanna be with you." Kurt murmured, walking shirtless as he wound his arms around the other. 


Holding him close and taking a moment to deeply breathe in his scent. "Good morning by the way." He mumbled. 
Dave smirked, kissing the top of his head and hugging him back briefly. "Mornin." 


Smiling, Kurt pulled away after a moment. Following Dave out and around the cottage. Stopping in the kitchen to 
grab a bowl of cereal to bring out. Finding they had only just enough milk for the one bowl and making a note 
that they'd have to pick some up in town. He went outside to the porch, finding Dave sitting on the steps, 
cigarette already lit. He sat down next to him on the next step down so he wouldn't get the smoke in his face. 


They were quiet for a time. Kurt silently eating his cereal and Dave smoking his cigarette down to the filter. 


"This place really is beautiful." Dave murmured, breaking the silence. Kurt looked up at him. Wondering what he 
was thinking. "Y'know, | was wondering.. About this place. About us. This place is only temporary, right? It's the 
Twins hunt camp, so | mean, we wouldn't be able to stay here forever..." 


"What are you getting at, hon?" Kurt asked softly, setting his bowl down on the step. Gaze not leaving Dave's 


face. 


"What did you wanna do after you're all recovered and shit? Do you wanna go back to the apartment or like, 


go somewhere else?" 
Kurt's head tipped slightly to the side as he thought. Chewing his lip a little. He hadn't really thought about it. 
"| don't really wanna go back to the apartment. For a few reasons.. | don't know.. What did you want to do?" 


Smiling softly, Dave looked the blond over. Shrugging as he answered, "| don't know either. But | was wondering 


what itd be like to get a place like this. Maybe even a farm." 
"A farm?" 
"Yeah. You know. Cows. Sheep. Animals r shit. Might be fun" 


"Might be a lot of work" Kurt warned softly, though not unkindly. He was thinking back on his hometown. It had 
been a logging town, but a lot of the people he knew from there had come from or had some kind of 
background in agriculture. It had always seemed like a lot of work. Even when it was pushed to kids as fluffy 
cuddly animals and shit. 


Dave shrugged again. "Just a thought. | wouldn't mind it. | mean.. You still have your band, right? But | don't 
think I'll be getting back into the music scene anytime soon if ever again.. I'm looking at options short of getting 


some crummy job at a Wal-Mart somewhere and wasting the rest of my life away, you know?" 


Kurt's expression softened. He understood. Only too well, he understood. Dave had an innate desire to create. 
Whether it was music or artwork. He needed to be making something. Added to his want to do something-- 


anything even remotely useful.. Well. Farming seemed the simple answer. 


He'd learned rather quickly about Daves need to always be busy. When he first moved in, Kurt would 
sometimes wake up to him doing dishes. At three o clock in the morning. He didn't think anything of it then. But 
gradually, it became clear what it was. He hated feeling useless. He didn’t like feeling like he was using the other 


or leeching off them somehow. Even though Kurt had insisted that it was okay, and pleaded that the redhead 


just allow himself to be taken care of. He wouldn't have it. 


Chewing his lip, he finally responded. "We'll talk about it. Find out some options, okay? Who knows. It might be 
fun" He smiled a little, "And, if you're looking for fuel to your imagination, Courtney actually lives in 
Washington So if you're dead serious with me about this whole joint custody thing, maybe we can figure on 


moving North." 


Dave's smile could have lit up the entire damn property. He leaned forward and kissed the blond softly. Ruffling 
his hair a bit. 


“Sounds fair enough." He grinned. "We gonna go then? Pick up the kid and get shit done?" 


Kurt nodded, leaning in for another kiss. "Mm." He hummed as Dave pulled away, smirking at him. "Yeah. Just 
lemme get dressed and I'll be good to go." 


chapter nine 


Author's Notes: 
The long awaited update. I'm sorry there's so much time between them. Things have been pretty hectic here. 


The drive to town was quiet. But as soon as they picked up Frances, the truck was filled with the sound of 
happy and insistent baby chatter. Frances was oh so excited to see her father. And Dave. 


"Now.. Don't forget, all my phone numbers are written down inside her diaper bag of you need to get ahold of 


me or if something happens. Please don't hesitate to call me, okay?" 

Kurt laughed, passing the bags to Dave and putting a hand on his back as he straightened up. "Court, we'll be 
fine. Its just an overnight trip. I'll call you before we go to bed so you guys can say good night and you'll call 
before coming to pick her up tomorrow. It'll all be fine." 

It didn't stop Courtney from worrying her bright red lip. Looking from her baby girl, to Dave and finally to 
Kurt again. She didn't want to part with her daughter. She'd left Frances in the care of others for overnight 
deals plenty of times. But this was the first time she wouldn't be within quick driving distance should 
something happen. 

"You guys are sure you'll be able to handle her?" 


Kurt laughed again. Giving her a quick hug and rubbing her back soothingly. "We'll be fine." He said softly. 


Dave couldn't help but clear his throat. Unbelievably uncomfortable with the sight of his boyfriend and his 
boyfriends ex being so touchy feely. Even if it was just a reassuring hug. 


"So uh, you had mentioned that you were seeing someone. Um. Back a few weeks ago now, | guess. Is he not 


around?" 

Kurt smirked a little, instantly recognising the badly disguised jealousy in his tone. Courtney pouted a little. 
"Yeah actually, he's just gone to do groceries though." 

"Cool. So if we leave now we might meet him." Kurt chuckled, patting Courtney's arm softly. "It'll all be fine." He 
said one last time. Leaning in and planting a chaste kiss to her cheek. He could practically feel the rage radiating 


from his lover as he pulled away. "We'll call tonight. Promise." 


With that, Kurt opened the back door of the truck to make sure Frances was properly strapped into her car 


seat before going around to hop in the front on the passengers side. He looked up and grinned when Dave got in 


the drivers side and tried not to slam the door. 

"What the hell was that?!" The redhead snapped 

Kurt smirked, he couldn't help but find it as amusing as he did 

"Now, watch your language, there's sensitive ears present" He teased. Swallowing a laugh when Dave glared 


The redhead leaned across the gearbox, his hand shooting out to grab the collar of Kurt's shirt and pull him 
closer. Their mouths crashed. Teeth clinking together as Dave kissed him. Kurt knew that the window was open 
on the drivers side. And that Courtney was watching them from the steps up to the house. Dave didn't seem 
to care. He only pulled away when he was certain his message was clear. 


lm not sharing you. | know that you act like that around everyone. And I'll put up with it for anyone else." He 
muttered, staring at the steering wheel. "I don't want to just be second best. Okay?" 


Kurt smiled softly, slowly willing himself down from the high he'd gotten from having the life kissed out of him. 
‘lm not sharing you nor expecting you to share me." he grinned. 
Dave pointed his finger at him sternly. "If you're just trying to make me jealous, you can fuck off” 


Frances squealed and Kurt laughed. Reaching back to make sure she was okay. Dave started the truck, the 
engine roaring to life. Letting it run a little before putting it into gear, he started toward the grocery store. 


When they finally got there and got parked and everyone out of the truck and in the store, the first thing 
Dave was struck by the familiarity of it. Him and Kurt rarely did groceries at all, let alone as an apparent 
proper family, child and all. And yet it felt comfortable. Kurt got Frances into the baby seat in the cart and 
walked next to Dave as he pushed the thing. Arm linked around his and leaning on him to ease some of the 
pressure of walking. 


The second thing he was struck with was that walking as an apparent ‘normal family’, they weren't being 
mobbed by people. It didn't happen all that often, but usually when they went out on a public outing like this, 
there was at least one person coming up to them to either compliment one of them on their work, to ask for 


pictures or autographs, or to straight up fangirl. 


Not that he minded the attention. But it did get to be much when all they wanted was to get their food and 
get home. 


"Hey... Hey Dave?" 


"Huh?" Dave was ripped from his thoughts. Kurt had been talking to him and he hasn't been listening at all. 
"Sorry, what was that?" 


Kurt chuckled, "I asked if you wanted stir fry for supper tonight” 


Dave smiled a bit. Lost once again in that soft feeling. It was the little things that got him. Seeing how damn 
far he'd come. From some loser drop out desperate to start a band. To being so far in the hole with drugs, 
alcohol and debauchery that by every right he should have died. To walking through the store with his 
boyfriend and his boyfriends daughter, trying to decide what to have for supper. 


"Sounds good to me." he purred, kissing the blonds cheek. "You cooking?" 


Kurt smiled and shrugged, putting some packaged meat in the cart. "Might as well” he murmured. "That's why 
i asked if you wanted stir fry and not something hard to make." He chuckled, arm going around his waist as 


they walked. 


Dave hummed happily. Sure that there was no way this day could get any more perfect. No way this life could 
get any more perfect. Everything was great. 


But of course. His good luck ran out. As him and Kurt turned down another aisle, Dave caught sight of a face 
he would never forget. 


David looked good. Dave would give him that much. His honey blond hair longer than it was the last time he'd 
seen him. His skin gently sun kissed and tanned. Those soft brown eyes were trained on an obscure jar, reading 
the ingredients and nutritional facts. 


Dave froze. Kurt staggered and looked up at him with a frown. "Whats wrong?" The blond asked softly. 


Dave shook his head, refusing to answer. Kurt followed his gaze and gasped lightly. He looked back at Dave. 
Trying to coax the redhead into looking at him. 


"Babe.. Dave. Hon, we'll turn around. Come on. We've got everything we need from here. We'll go check out and- 


"Oh, what have we got here..?" 


Dave felt ready to throw up. That soft sultry voice twisting his insides and turning every inch of him to mush. 
If not for Kurt's holding him, and his own holding the cart, he was sure he would have fallen 


David smirked as he sashayed closer. Previous jar forgotten as he dumped it in his own cart. The sly smile on 
the younger man's face looked to Dave like the sneer of the devil. The once kind eyes filled with seething hate 
and the fires of a hell he never wanted to see again. The fires of lighters gone in places they shouldn't. The 


fires of knives and ropes. And screaming for mercy. 


"The little family out for a shop?" 


Kurt looked down when Frances whined and shied away from the other man With furrowed brows and a deep 
frown, Kurt took his daughter from the cart. Holding her protectively against his chest with one arm as he 
held Dave in the other. Trying to soothe both of them and keep his cool at the same time. 


"Aww, don't hide, Beany baby." David coved, trying to get closer, Kurt's lips curled back. An animalistic 


expression taking over his face as he stepped back from the older man. 
"Get the fuck away from me and leave my daughter the fuck alone..l" He spat. 


A hurt expression crossed Davids face ever so briefly. It was soon replaced with an annoyed look He sneered 


at Kurt, looking over to Dave. 


"How can you stand this kid?" He growled, "He does nothing but fucking yap and talk big. Like he's doing 
something good for you. | was the best thing you ever had and you know it. Without me there would be no 
Megadeth. Without me you wouldn't have had anyone. You would have been alone. With nothing but an addiction 


to feed and a dream that would never make it out of your goddamn apartment” 
Davids eyes darted up when some people passed by them and gave them an odd look 
"You're mine" He hissed. "And you fucking know it! 

He stood straight again. Jaw clenched and lips curling slightly. 


"But | digress. I've found someone new. They're far better than you'll ever be. They understand me.. Even if 


they are a little high maintenance." 


Kurt's brows furrowed slightly, he looked to Frances. She was burrowed in his chest. Seeming to hide. Looking 
back to David confusedly, he began to worry. His heart beating fast and a pit of foreboding beginning to gnaw 
at his insides. 


Dave made an odd whine when David stepped close to him and kissed his cheek. The honey-blond man pulled 
away with a little smirk. 


"Don't worry darling. You'll always be my first though. There's no need to be jealous.. Mmm, and.. I'm feeling 
generous right now. If you come to your senses, | am willing to take you back If you beg me to. Fall to my 
feet and grovel like the insolent--" He cut himself off when more people walked past. Finishing with a short, "I 
will have you back. And that's that. Now. If you don't mind, | have to finish my shopping. Have a nice day boys.. 
And girl. See you around." 


Dave couldn't help it. He watched as David walked away. And as soon as he was out of earshot, Dave broke 
down. Crouching to the floor and bawling. He could scarcely breathe, he was so scared. Kurt tried to go down 


with him. To crouch down and comfort him. But found himself unable. His brace not letting him bend over. He 


was still holding Frances and was stretched to his limit. Damn that fucking surgery. 


"Dave.." Kurt whispered. Swallowing thickly. People were staring. Not that Kurt particularly cared. All that 
mattered right then was getting his lover okay again 


"Babe.. Hey, it's okay.. He's gone. He's not gonna hurt you. Come here. Come here..." 

He held his hand out. Quietly shushing Frances when she started sniffling too. He grunted as he helped pull 
Dave to his feet. His muscles strained with all the unusual work. He hadn't been doing anything but light 
housework and walking the past few weeks. His body had gotten so weak. 

He held Dave against him as he let him cry. Looking to the ceiling as he rubbed his back. Trying to piece things 


together. Something was bothering him. Many somethings were bothering him, but specifically something that 
David had said. Or rather what he'd done. 


To the best of his knowledge, Frances had never met the bassist. She'd had no reason to. No way to. And yet.. 
She had seemed so scared of the older man. Of course, maybe she was just a good judge of character. 


Apparently that was a thing kids did. 


"Dave.. Hey.. Shhhh.. Its okay, babe. | won't let anything happen to you. Shh." He soothed the redhead quietly, 
rubbing his back as the others bawling turned to dry broken sobs and quiet crying. 


Hours later, the incident in the store was all but forgotten They'd gotten home and got their groceries away. 
Dave had gone to bed. Kurt didn't stop him. He stayed in the living room though. Phone to his ear, a bit of 
paper in one hand and Frances bouncing on his knee as he listened to the dialtone. 

He was calling Courtney. He had to. Something about this whole situation was unsettling. Something was going on 
in that psychopaths brain He had some sort of plan. And he planned to hurt as many people as possible to get 
back at Dave for leaving him. To get back at himself for taking Dave away. 

The line clicked as someone picked up the phone on the other end 


"Hello..2" Came Courtney's curious voice. 


"Hey Court, Its me. You got a minute?" Kurt asked quietly, looking up at the doorway to make sure Dave didn't 


walk in. 
"Kurt? Babe, for you I've got thirty. What's up?" 


Kurt made a face at the noise in the background. "Where are you?" 


‘I'm at the airport, doll. It's so damn busy.. Anyway." She sighed softly. "What's going on? | don't imagine you'd 


call me without reason" 


Kurt hesitated. "Yeah. | have a question Well. A few questions. First one. This boyfriend of yours. Who is he? 
What's his name and what does he do?" 


He could practically feel Courtney's frown as she grew silent on the other end. 
"What, are we jealous now? Gotta start keeping track of all the people | hang out with?" 
‘Courtney, please. This is important. | wouldn't ask if it wasn't." 


She sighed heavily. "His name's Jean. He's a French artist who just moved to America a few months ago." She 


paused. "Are you going to tell me why you're interrogating me yet?" 
Kurt paused, thinking it over. It sounded pretty legit. But she could be lying just to get him off her back. 
"Do you know a guy named David?" 


"Jesus Christ, Kurt. What is this about? | know a lot of guys named David. What is going on? You're starting to 


scare me." 

Kurt sighed. "I'm sorry. Just.. | can't explain it all. But it's got to do with Dave and Frances. There's a guy that's 
looking to hurt us.. We ran into him at the store and he scared the crap out of Frances. | was wondering if 
she'd met him somewhere before." 

Courtney was quiet for some time. When she spoke again, she did so lowly. 

"Did he do anything to hurt her?" 

"No." 

"Are you guys okay?" 

| am. Dave's a bit shaken up. He's gone to bed now." 

Courtney paused again. "Who is this guy? What's he got against you?" 

Kurt hesitated. Debating telling his ex-wife his current lovers past. He decided to keep it to the minimum. 


"One of Dave's ex-band members. He's real pissed that Dave quit Megadeth. Blames me for it." 


"You're a really shitty liar, Cobain. But I'll take it anyway." 


"Im sorry, Court. If | could tell you, | would” 
Uh huh. Whatever. It doesnt matter. What matters is. You guys are okay right now?" 

"Yeah" 

"He doesn't know where you guys are or anything?" 

ae 

"Then its okay. Sort of. | mean, | have no idea who this guy is" 

"It might be best to keep it that way right now." Kurt said quietly. "So. Jean the French artist, huh?" 
He practically felt the woman's smirk. "Yeah. He's a real sweetheart! 

"He take care of you?" 


‘Of course." Courtney giggled. "He's really good with Frances too. Of course she can't understand a word of 


what he's saying. Even in English. Everything he says sounds French." 


Kurt laughed softly. Shifting a little in his seat. "Well I'm glad he's taking care of my girls." He said softly. 


Looking up when he heard movement in the bedroom. "| gotta let you go, Courtney." 
“Alright, hon. Have a good evening." 

"You too. Bean says good night." 

"Aw. Night night, baby!" 

Kurt kissed Frances’ head. "Mommy says good night, baby girl" 

Frances squealed gleefully. "Mommy! Mommy! Nigh nigh mommy!" 

Courtney laughed on the other end. "Good night, Kurt 

"Night" 

"| love you." 


Kurt hesitated. A pain tearing through his chest. Closing his eyes, he whispered; "I love you too." before hanging 
up. 


He looked up to see Dave standing in the doorway. An odd look on his face. With a small sigh, Kurt waved him 
over. Tossing the phone away and opening his arms to the redhead. 


Hesitantly, Dave came over. Sinking into his lap and burying into his chest. 
‘| love you." Kurt said softly, knowing Dave probably overheard him on the phone. 


"| know. | love you too.." Dave said quietly. 


chapter |0 


Author's Notes: 
The song that Kurt sings to Dave can be viewed ici: http://myoutube.com/#/watch?v=fcogynxxlYO Country 
mightnt be the first choice some would choose. Esp not from a Canadian artist. But that's how it's going down 


anyway. 


There was something about parenthood that Dave found oddly soothing. He'd never thought he'd get to be a 
father. Between the damages he'd had to suffer at Davids hands and the fact that he hadn't been able to 
stand kids for the longest time in his life. Added to the fear he had of becoming like his own father... Well 
Daddy-hood wasn't exactly the first thing on his mind Nor was it something he was overly comfortable about. 


But there was something. Something warm that ignited in his chest and buzzed through his veins everytime he 
looked at the child that had currently entered his and Kurt's life. Sure. Logically he knew that the kid wasn't 
his. Not biologically anyway. But everytime Frances would toddle alongside him outside, or look up at him when 
she discovered something new, or when she slipped up and called him ‘daddy’ instead of by name.. It didn't 


matter anymore. 


Nothing mattered anymore. Courtney didn't matter. David didn't matter. All of the shit he had had to deal with 
for years on end didn't matter. And Dave found himself making some of the biggest decisions in his life. 


He got clean. 


As soon as they had dropped Frances off with Courtney again, Dave brought it up to Kurt. He wanted to get 
clean. Completely. No more heroin. No more coke. No more binge drinking to put himself to sleep. Not even pot, 


which had been something he'd been using since he was living with his parents. 
Kurt had smiled so beautifully when he told him. 


He looked so proud. And any doubts Dave had had in his mind about quitting were dashed. He wanted to do this. 
He had to do this. 


No more sneaking out into the old barn at the back to shoot up with needles that may or may not have been 
clean No more slipping into the bathroom to snort the little bit of coke he'd managed to score in town or find 
in his jacket. No more would Kurt give him a sad look when he'd have to stop whatever they were doing just 


for a smoke break. No more killer hangovers. 
He wanted this. Kurt wanted this. 


The withdrawals were the most painful things Dave had ever had to go through. He didn't even try to wean 


himself off of anything. He stopped everything at once. And he felt like he was being exorcised. 


His chest and head ached. Pain that had been dulled in his back by the drugs came back full force and left him 
arching off of the bed or gnashing his teeth as he tried to curl out of it. His very veins felt as though there 


was fire coursing through them. 
And next to being the most painful experience of his life.. It was the most embarrassing. 


Kurt doted on him. Waiting on him hand and foot and doing everything without complaint. He understood. He had 
gone through similar. He changed Dave's bed sheets without complaint. He got Dave into clean clothes anytime 
he soiled the ones he was wearing. Though more often than not, Dave chose to stay naked. Wrapped around 


the toilet as he purged all of the crap from his system. 


One second he would be fevered. The next chilled One minute he'd feel fine. The next he'd feel as though he'd 
do anything to get a fix. He would plead and beg to his lover. Just one. One more fix. That was all he needed. He 
just needed a little. Just to stave off the terrible sickness. Just one more toke. One more shot. One more drink 


One more anything. He needed something. 


Kurt had caught him one day. Trying to open the bottle to the blonds pairkillers. Thankfully his hands had been 
shaking too much for him to get into it. He would have taken the whole damn bottle. 


But the look on Kurt's face when he caught him.. It had been enough to cut through his pain and turn his 
innards cold. He thought that Kurt was going to leave him. The disappointment on his boyfriends face had 
destroyed him. 


"Kurt... Babe, I'm sorry." He'd bawled as the blond walked out with the bottle of pills. Not expecting him to 
come back. Though when he did, Dave whined loudly. Needily. He needed the blond to stay. "I'm sorry, | don't 


know what | was doing. Oh my god, Kurt.. Please. Please don't leave me." 


"Shh... Sh.. Dave. Its okay." The blond cooed, climbing into their bed and petting his lovers sweaty forehead. "I'm 
not going anywhere. | was just putting the pills somewhere you wouldn't be able to reach them." Dave whined 

at that. "Does it hurt?" Kurt asked, still petting the others forehead. He knew it hurt. His own withdrawals had 
hurt those couple years ago when he'd gotten off the smack. 


Dave nodded, curling toward the blond. He smelled like sick. Puke, and that odd just sick smell that you smelled 
in hospitals. Kurt couldn't help but pity him. He'd been in a similar position.. Though not nearly as bad. 


"| wanna fix.." Dave groaned. 


"I know, babe. | know. But that would kind of defeat the purpose of trying to quit.. You want some tea? Think 


you can keep it down?" 


Dave shook his head. Even so much as the thought of eating or drinking made him want to hurl. Though he 


knew shortly he'd be forced to drink a bottle of water so he could stay halfways hydrated. 


"Okay, babe.." Kurt said softly. Petting his hair and tucking some behind his ear. "Okay.. Do you feel any better 
than yesterday at least?" 


Dave shook his head again. 


Kurt sighed a little. "Soon, okay? Soon.. You'll be all better. And you know what? Once you're all better, I'll get 
your twin to come over and teach me how to cook meat on the barbecue. How's that sound? A nice full 


course meal?" 


Dave made a small wounded noise. It did sound nice. But the thought of food, or rather his recent lack thereof, 
was causing his stomach to roll. He cried. Worried he'd end up having to run to the bathroom. Again. He was so 


sick of being sick Kurt kissed his forehead and pet his hair. Hushing him gently. 
"Its okay.." He whispered. "Its okay.. Dave.. You're okay.” 
With a soft sigh, Kurt moved to lay gently down next to his lover. Holding him close and singing quietly. 


"I've seen the storm clouds in your past, 
But rest assured ‘cause you are safe 

At home at last.. 

| rescued you, you rescued me 

And we're right where we should be, 


When we're together." 
Dave sniffled quietly as he looked up at the blond. His face was a mess. But Kurt still kissed his cheek anyway. 


"I know the questions in your mind, 

But go ahead and ask me one more time.. 
You'll find the answer's still the same.. 

It won't change from day to day.. 


For worse or better.. 


Will | promise to be your best friend.” 

And am | here until the end..? 

Can | be sure | have been waiting for you..? 
And did | say my love is true..? 

Baby, | will. 

| am.. 

| con.. 

| have.. 


| do." 


Dave couldn't help the tears running down his face. Had he been standing, he would have been wrought to his 
knees with the emotion coursing through him. He whimpered quietly and clung to Kurt. Earning another kiss, 
and a gentle rocking to start as Kurt shifted to cradle him to his chest. Continuing to sing quietly. 


"| know the time will disappear, 
But this love we're building on will always be here.. 
No way that this is sinking sand.. 


On this solid rock we'll stand forever.. 


Will | promise to be your best friend.” 

And am | here until the end..? 

Can | be sure | have been waiting for you..? 
And did | say my love is true..? 

Baby, | will. 

| am.. 

| con.. 

| have.. 


| do.. 


Baby, | will. | am. | can. | have.. 
Oh, | will.. | am.. | can.. | have... 


Baby, | will.. | am.. | can.. | have.. | do..” 


Kurt watched as he sang. As the redhead slowly relaxed into him and closed his eyes. Seeming to focus on his 
voice and the feeling of him being around him. It wasn't long before Dave's breathing evened out and he was 
asleep in his boyfriends arms. Held tight and close. He felt safe. He felt loved. He felt great, despite his recent 


sickness. 


Dave slept for a few hours. When he woke, he was still in Kurts arms. But rather than trying to move and 
running the risk of waking the other, his head hung as he quietly snored. Having fallen asleep sitting up. 
Slumped awkwardly so he wouldn't upset either his back or his sleeping lover. 


The redhead smiled weakly as he leaned up to kiss Kurts cheek. He snuggled back into the blonds chest. Curling 


up to go back to sleep. He felt so lucky to have found the other. To have found someone to love so thoroughly. 
He only hoped and prayed that Kurt loved him back. 


It felt like years. But eventually Daves withdrawals and sickness had eased up. He still had bouts of crappy 
feeling. But he figured it was only to be expected, seeing how dependant he had been on the drugs and alcohol. 


He hadn't started back to working around the cottage yet. Instead staying inside and helping Kurt with little 


chores. Staying in and watching tv. Going and sitting on the porch swing with Kurt. 

He felt like an old retiree. And in a way, he supposed he was. Almost forty years old. His band had disintegrated 
years ago. And he was planning to start a hobby farm. Huh. He didn't really feel old though. Aside from the 
usual aches and pains. But they weren't actually from age. They were from having had suffered majorly at the 
hands of another. Maybe it was a perk of having a lover six years younger. 

"Hey." Dave murmured as he flopped onto the couch next to said boyfriend. Laying his head in his lap as he 
curled up to watch the TV with him. One of the cats lay on the blonds chest. Its tail flicking the side of Daves 


head occasionally. The others were around somewhere. Probably getting into trouble. 


"Hey." Kurt responded. His hand sliding easily from the cats whiskers to Daves head. "How you doing?" He asked 
softly. 


"Im fine.. 

re cee 

Dave sighed softly. "Yeah. Just looking for company's all’ 

"Well l'm not exactly going anywhere" Kurt murmured. Threading his fingers through Daves hair. 
Dave nodded slowly. Eyes trained on the TV as Kurts slipped down to him. 

"You sure you're okay?" 

Dave nodded. Rolling over, he nuzzled into Kurts stomach. Kurt laughed a bit. 


"| can't imagine what it could possibly be, but something tells me that there is something bothering you. Come 
on. Out with it, what's going on?" 


Dave looked up, lip pouted slightly. "Its been over two months since we last touched each other." He mumbled. 
"Has it?" 

"Mmhm.." 

"Huh. That kind of does suck actually." 

Dave sighed and burrowed back into Kurt's stomach. He'd woken up in one of those moods today. Only to 


remember that him and Kurt couldn't do anything major because of the blonds back. Sure, blowjobs and 
handjobs were great. But it wasn't sex. 


Kurt sighed softly, as though he'd read Dave's mind. “I'm sorry, babe. You know | would if | could." 

"| know" Dave said glumly 

Kurt chewed his lip. Absently petting the kitten as she started nuzzling him. He looked down at Dave again 
"You wanna try anyway?" 

"| don't want to hurt you" Dave said, unable to help the annoyance in his tone. 


Kurt only laughed. Placing the cat down on the floor. He let his hands roam and tangle in Dave's hair. Sliding 
further, he reached Dave's stomach before he was stopped. 


"Seriously, Kurt. Knock it off” 
"Aw, what's this? First you complain you weren't getting any, and now you don't want it?" 
"Not if it means running the risk of hurting your back, no." Dave said angrily. 


Kurt shook his head. Still petting his boyfriends hair. Smirk playing across his face. He leaned down and kissed 
Dave's lips softly. 


"Come on.. I'll be fine. C'mon Dave, lemme take care of you." 


Author's Notes: 
So here's this, more updates when | get to school in a few hours. I'm sorry its been so long since | updated 
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It was slow. Almost painfully so. But fuck if it wasn't the most intimate thing Dave had ever experienced. They 
did it right there on the couch. Kurt reclined and holding both himself and Dave up by some miracle as Dave 
impaled himself on his cock. Bouncing and slowly riding him until they both reached the peak of their pleasure. 
They lay intertwined on the couch after it was done. Dave slowly looked his lover over. Naked, save his brace, 
he looked nothing less than beautiful. Golden halo spread about the cushions, eyes closed as he rest without 
sleeping. Lips slightly parted as he breathed. 

"What..?" Kurt asked softly, looking down at Dave with a lazy smile. 

"Nothin." The redhead murmured, nuzzling his boyfriends stomach. "Can't look at you?" 


"Nope." Kurt smirked. 


"Too damn bad" Dave laughed, nuzzling his stomach again. Kissing and nipping the soft skin until Kurt swatted 


him away. 
"That fucking tickles, knock it off!" He laughed. 


Dave sighed contentedly and let his head rest. Closing his eyes, he breathed in the blonds scent. Loving the 


closeness of the moment. 


Sure, it hadn't been slow passionate sex in a big king sized bed with rose petals and candlelight.. But it was 
their own kind of intimacy. 


"Dave..?" Kurt drawled, causing the redhead to look up. Meeting bright blue eyes with a lazy smile. "I love you." 


He murmured. 
ily ily 
| love you more. 


Kurt smirked, bending to kiss his freckled nose. "Doubt it” He breathed. Feeding him several tiny kisses before 
lying back down. 


Dave slowly relaxed on top of him. Letting his eyes fall shut. He curled into the blond and sighed contentedly. 


Things were fantastic. It was almost completely unbelievable that at this time a couple short years ago he was 


in a much darker place. 

The sound of pitter pattering paws over the hardwood drew Dave from his thoughts. Looking down he found all 
three kittens sitting in front of the couch, tails curling round and around as they looked up at their owners. 
Despite being naked, Dave brought all of them up. Lining them across Kurt's chest and gently waking him. The 
blond all but screamed in his joy, a grin breaking across his face and a laugh escaping his lips. 

"Fuck, Dave. What the hell purpose does that serve?" He wheezed, laughing so hard his sides ached. 

Dave giggled childishly, taking one of the kittens and flying it toward Kurt's face so that its little pink nose 
tapped against his boyfriends. "Just something to make you laugh." He said softly. "Thought you needed to be 


smothered in kittens, so | smothered you with kittens.” 


"Oh my God." Kurt giggled, wriggling his finger at one that looked ready to pounce at his face. "Have | ever told 
you that you're the best boyfriend in the Goddamn world? Cause you are." 


"Psch, right." Dave murmured, blushing a little as he busied himself with the cat he still held 
‘I'm serious.” The blond said softly, gently taking the cat from Dave's hands and trying to meet his gaze. "You 
are, quite possibly, the greatest thing to ever happen to me. | dunno what | would've done if we hadn't run into 


each other in the ER" He smiled fondly. 


Dave shook his head and laughed. "Probably would have left your cast on til your arm was healed and 


refrained from committing a B n E" 

A wicked grin crossed Kurt's face. "Probably, but admit it. It was a fun B ny E 

"We almost got caught!" Dave lamented. 

"Exactly. It was fun And | got my cast off, so yay, bonus for me." 

"Yeah but | had to run two blocks with bleeding half-pulled stitches." 

Kurt shrugged, "Psch! Details." He laughed, watching the way Dave's lips pouted slightly. Rolling his eyes, he 
leaned up and pressed a sweet kiss to his pouting lips. "You're so fucking cute." He said offhandly, nuzzling as 


his cheek. "Is it too late to apologize for that?" 


"Wasn't your fault the guy that owned the place came home." Dave laughed, curling back up and making a noise 


when one of the kittens crawled across his face in their venture to his chest. 


"No, but | coulda cut faster." 


"You had one hand!" 


"Still" Kurt grinned, "If | had've known you were gonna be the best thing in my life and the better half of me, | 
probably would have done a better job." 


Dave blushed a little. Even after so much time, he was unused to all of the sweet talk. Of course he loved 
Kurt all the more for it. He kissed at the skin just above Kurt's brace, looking up at him with a smile. 


"I love you, babe. Hope you know that." 


‘Mmmn, only if you know that | love you to." Laying in silence a moment, Kurt eventually spoke up again. "What 


time is it? Do we have to go get Frances?" 


Dave poked his head up and craned his neck to see if he could see the clock. "It's just after eleven.. Have to go 
soon, yeah." He murmured, rubbing the back of his neck and sighing softly as he relaxed. 


Kurt hummed quietly, stroking his fingers through Dave's hair and gently massaging his bothersome neck. 
"Y'know, for all your talk of ‘shave your head’, you sure do like my hair." Dave teased, looking up with a smirk. 
"That's cause your hair is so fucking soft." He coiled a finger through one tight curl, tugging gently. "And you 
seem to like it” He laughed, finding a grand amusement in the look on his boyfriends face as he had a similar 


blissed out look to the cats when they got scratched behind the ears. 


Dave purred softly, eyes falling shut at the tender affection that was being given to him. "I just like you." He 


murmured, "You spoil me fucking rotten and | don't mind at all." 


"No, | don't spoil you." Kurt said softly, kissing his lovers cheek and forehead. "I just treat you the way you're 
supposed to treat your boyfriend” 


Dave hummed. "Same difference." He murmured, looking up to catch Kurt's gaze. "Either way, | like it. And.. | 


guess | like you too, | mean, you're okay.” 


Kurt laughed, swatting at the redheads shoulder. "Fuck you." He giggled, laughing more at the annoyed meow 
they got from two of the cats as they were displaced. 


Dave laughed softly, winding his arms around his lover and squeezing him gently. "I love you." He said softly. "l 
love you so fucking much, please don't ever forget that." He kissed him sweetly, rubbing their noses together 
after. "C'mon.. We should get dressed, babe. Go get the kid before Courtney thinks we aren't coming.” 


